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I. Introduction 


My name is Cosmic. And I was an agent. 


“The Agency” is a slightly ominous title given to a band of friends I met online as a teenager in 
2014, and proceeded to carry out a series of semi-comedic acts of espionage over a period of 
five years on a children’s game building website, Roblox. A rogue cybersecurity cell that became 
a power cabal, the childhood haphazardness of the Agency’s escapades slowly morphed into a 
destructive series of vindictive acts against rivals, culminating with its disbandment in 2019. 
What first seemed a quaint diversion would go on to have notable or even severe effects, direct 
or indirect, on the lives of hundreds of thousands. For better or worse, the Agency altered the 
course of Roblox’s history, though few remember us now. A fate we likely deserved. 


In order to talk about the Agency’s activities, we must first discuss how and where it was 
created. Pinewood Builders, the group from which it grew and split off from, was technically in 
existence since 2008, when Robert Wallbank, better known by screen name Diddleshot, began 
creating games using the branding of his very own fictional company. The organisation didn’t 
exist de jure until 2009 when the group system was implemented to the Roblox site. At this time, 
Pinewood was primarily just a roleplay exercise. It was a fun little hangout for fans of 
Diddleshot’s games, back when he was one of the high-profile tinkerers with this highly 
accessible, family-friendly game engine. Over the years it enjoyed a rotating cast of facilities and 
associated games, slapping their distinctive nine-square logo on whatever they could and 
building a fascinating little microcosm of enthusiasts. Its biggest facility by far was, and is, the 
Pinewood Computer Core (PBCC), a fairly silly game revolving around a massive server farm 
powered by a fusion reactor, which members of Pinewood were charged with protecting from 
sabotage and preventing a meltdown from obliterating the facility. Having the only noteworthy 
feature of your game be intentionally destroying it is an interesting approach. 


Riding the wave of loyal fans eager to have some hand in sculpting this quasi-company’s inner 
workings, Pinewood enjoyed several satellite groups. The Pinewood Veteran’s Club (PBV) was 
its board of directors, advising Shot on what he should do next to please the fanbase. By far the 
biggest subdivision was the security team (PBST), a group overflowing with children being half- 
arsedly trained in protecting the computer core and then given fully automatic ballistic firearms 
to play with. It, like all others, was primarily a role-playing group, letting people feel important 
to the functioning of facilities. 


Understandably however, PBST is inept. Roblox is a highly vulnerable site to hackers, exploiters, 
and all manner of internet undesirables toying with its flimsy anti-cheat systems. So, in addition 
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to the let’s-pretend security group, a real line of defence was needed. But Shot didn’t stop at a 
task force - he wanted his digital aegis to be as flashy and in-canon as the rest of it. So, he 
created the Pinewood Intelligence Agency, a small cadre of dedicated information gatherers and 
counter-hackers. 


The PIA, from a period between around 2012 and 2015, was one and the same with our 
institution. After the series of tremulous events that followed, the Pinewood Intelligence aspect 
was dropped, forming a shadow organisation known simply as The Agency. But even before 
then, as we served our masters and peered into the turning cogs of Pinewood, we began to find 
all who surrounded us lacking. We concluded that we had coalesced as a different sort, who 
were better suited to positions of power than any who currently sat there. That this quickly 
fading corner of a digital world, a dying art at the passing of an age, had only one ideal ruler: us. 


Herein are contained my memoirs and recollections of my time with the Agency, details of our 
escapades in that period, and additional information on the lore and history of the section of the 
site in which we operated. They are a personal account, and will be subject to my own 
opinionated view, so do not take this as a be-all and end-all of the events, but I believe I can 
speak with some authority on the matter given my position within it. 


All descriptions of individuals, events and institutions are provided as they appeared at the 
relevant time period, and may not be accurate due to the passage of time since, or my own 
incomplete or erroneous interpretations of them. I denounce in the strongest terms any 
harassment or brigading towards anyone described in this document. The time of these 
happenings has passed - let us, with level heads, peer back to them through my own pair of 
eyes. 


II. The Agents 


Lego 
yn The Brigadier 
tJ | am bloody well intellectually superior, cosmic, there is no navigating around that fact 
It is a fact 


Full username: Legodude88 
Place of Origin: England 
Joined In: 2012 (Founder) 


Lego adopted his pseudonym while he was still being privately educated in an upmarket English 
high school. He was appointed as leader of the PIA in 2012, and for three years raised it into an 
espionage institution to gather intel on every threat it encountered - not the least of which the 
very group it served. 


Intelligent, charismatic and a peerless leader among the internet refuse surrounding him, Lego’s 
priority in any given situation was to shepherd all available talent into an efficient machine - a 
product-focused method that often clashed with the laissez-faire temperament of most mid-10’s 
Roblox denizens. His natural initiative having little to do with proving himself, he took 
command for his own amusement and satisfaction; winning was merely a pastime for him. An 
intense personality and callous disposition soon followed, which most commonly surfaced when 
commenting on his intense personality or callous disposition. 


It was this philosophy of pursuing a nebulous success that set the Agency on its path, despite the 
glaring difference between it and the usual reason to stay with Pinewood. He was the antithesis 
of laidback management, because playing to win was his idea of relaxation. When he was 
released into the world near the end of the Agency’s lifetime, such a disposition carried him far 
— but here, in this moment of calm at the end of an era, he was caustic to the touch. 


Woof 


Woof115 
= EVERYBODY STRAP IN. 
IM ABOUT TO OPEN SOME FUCKIN WINDOWS 


Full usernames: Woof115, Woofenon, Woofmacht, Dylan Rowshire 
Place of Origin: England 
Joined In: 2013 


Woof’s name is not Dylan Rowshire and he was not born in Wiltshire, nor has he ever visited the 
area or had the means or desire to. He is a born-and-bred American who, for half a decade, 
deceived each and every one of us with a false identity as a British-US dual citizen, which was so 
astonishingly intricate that none of us suspected a thing until he told me the truth over a nice 
game of Civilization V. A complicated, turbulent and highly motivated person, his schemes 
varied from braindead to nothing short of ingenious, and he’s one of the greatest friends I have 
ever known. 


His actual upbringing in rural Pennsylvania had a significant toll on his wellbeing. His school 
was dysfunctional, his community was intolerant and conservative, and the weight of family and 
academic matters meant he wasn’t entirely even-keel. But the end result - an intellectual mind 
and all-consuming spite for the world’s follies around him - forged a queer and incensed master 
of the snake-oil sale, whose passion could be directed to fill any shell of personality long enough 
to get the job done. 


Woof has helped, wronged, allied with and betrayed just about every person he’s come into 
contact with in the Agency’s little adventures, narrowly avoiding getting kicked out entirely 
before single-handedly holding our grandest operation on his shoulders. I am honoured to call 
him a friend to this day. 


Aeseru 


i , Aeseru 


~ | could be working on an autonomous-driving robot right now 
But no 
Instead |'m up in my bedroom complaining to a 16 year old about policy for a group that doesn't matter 


>) Cosmic 
Do you mean an IRL autonomous-driving robot 


; v Aeseru 


Yes 
| need to design the motor driver circuit 


Full username: Aeseru 
Place of Origin: Virginia, US 
Joined In: fucked if I know, 2013 or something probably 


A budding computer engineer, Aeseru worked on our games as side projects to his endless 
stream of electronic pursuits, but that doesn’t stop him from being an impossibly talented solo 
developer. 


Aeseru was, to put it mildly, opinionated. Mechanically minded and with almost inhuman focus 
and resolve, he held great pride in his engineering prowess and despised political or 
occupational disputes with something bordering a siege mentality. He often disappeared for 
extended periods for largely unexplained reasons, presumably as he’s whisked away to an 
academic event or another project catching his attention. He did have a more light-hearted side, 
usually surfacing when either finished or away from his work. 


Aeseru essentially demanded the execution of Operation Seraph to sate his requirement for 
solace in development. He was always incredibly wound up by the constant jostle and group- 
hopping of Agency affairs, and then more than ever, it seemed to press him to breaking point. He 
mostly vanished after that, and I can only hope the events of 2019 haven’t permanently 
embittered him, in whatever corner of the earth he disappeared to. 


Cosmic 


>) Cosmic 
This man is why | had to name my Twitter something else 
https://gyazo.com/cbad68c53ba21dc6fd1067bd35256d74 


Gyazo 


CosmicGuy 
| forgot | had twitter 


| WANT HIM TO DIE 
HE HAS NO PURPOSE 


Full username: cosmicguy 
Place of Origin: Scotland 


Joined In: 2014 


It was 2009 when my mother first set up a Roblox account for me on a late summer day, after I 
had spotted an ad for what looked like a computerised version of Lego, which to nine-year-old 
me was a vision of nirvana. It was the beginning of a sequence of events that would define me as 
a person, through how I behaved in a position of power with lowered, but not absent, 
consequences. So was forged my eternal screen handle, Cosmic: axe-wielding scotsman, 
conspiratorial archivist, and final betrayer of the Agency’s vision. Pleased to make your 
acquaintance. 


I was present for Roblox’s golden age around 2009 and 2010, and even during the time of the 
Agency’s blossoming, I wished for it back. I was an elder of the site by the age of 14, and its 
insidious architecture came to fruition as I went from the player to the developer - in theory. 
I’ve always had a powerful imagination and a constantly iterating inner world, and my nascent 
endeavours as a writer began in earnest with a tributary paracosm for Roblox’s world and 
history. Depreciated now, of course, in favour of grander projects. 


What is there to say for obsession with other people’s work? It is how new tales are spun, from 
loose thread extracted from others’. But Roblox was something deeper. A celebration not just of 
specific creations, but the act of creation unto itself - a world of passion projects and strange 
online cultures secreted away in a corner of the internet. Perhaps the arrival of bigger players is 
what brought it low. Maybe, to Pinewood, those players were us - running from an apocalypse, 
we became its harbingers. 
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Flight 


ava FlightVector 
' [so who fucked up the worst here @everyone 


Aeseru 
YOU DID 


ae he FlightVector 
™ HOW 


Full username: AlphaNebula, FlightVector 
Place of Origin: Pennsylvania, US 


Joined In: 2015 


What with his name swap in 2015, it was pretty obvious what Flight’s career ambitions were, 
and his personality perhaps matched a renegade ace pilot. Wilfully brash, comically hostile and 
with a sense of judgement like a metronome, Flight was a force of chaos in what he made and 
what he said. This lended itself well to focus on various odds and ends we need in the 
background, not the least of which, facilities and assets for PBST - before and after our 
disagreements. 


He guarded his secrets well, personal and state, but through the stream of profanity and self- 
depreciative slurs he produced in conversation, his attachment to his job just about permeated 
the belittlement. Throughout all the skullduggery we committed, Flight felt at home in the air, a 
calling the rest of us may only hope for. He also said variations of “Eat my ass” a lot. 


Mizuko 


£ Mizuko 
~~ no. 


Full username: Mizuko 
Place of Origin: England 
Joined In: 2013? 


You'd be forgiven for not knowing Mizuko was part of the Agency at all, such was his scarcity. 
More than anyone else, he’s present mostly for the hilarious scenes of complete chaos that our 
actions cause, silently watching on the sidelines, before dropping a single barbed message and 
retreating. Mizuko unenviably lives both with sickle cell anaemia and within London, which 
would affect anyone’s temperament. His rare speech and distance from the rest of the agents 
lended power to his words when he showed his face, even if it was just a meme or a one-word 
denouncement. 


VAN 
ie) Avalonindustries 
new year, same, shitty old me 
Full username: AzuProDev, AvalonIndustries 


Place of Origin: Arizona, US 


Joined In: 2015 


I can’t say I knew Azu very well. An impressive graphic designer, an anime devout, and a 
frequent cornerstone of the Agency’s ‘legitimate’ game development, Azu affected a different 
kind of anonymity, afforded by the shield of craft rather than the cloak of furtiveness. His own 
brand of lone-wolf dev was a little more open than Aeseru’s, being more accommodating to 
input as he raced through production cycles at breakneck speed, but he wasn’t very involved 
with our special operations, as it were, so we were rarely in contact. 


Dafg 


this space intentionally left blank 
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III. Our Gracious Hosts 
Pinewood, 2014 - 2015 


Like most of us, I joined the PIA via the security group. Despite being an absolute pisstake, PBST 
was where people wishing to defend Pinewood tended to gravitate, so Lego had arranged 
matters to easily handpick new agents from the higher-up tiers of the group. One of the most 
popular activities Pinewood did overall were the ‘trainings’ security members were required to 
attend in order to be promoted and entrusted with weaponry in the real games. In-trainings at 
the time were given nothing, being a demographic mostly made up of prepubescent children, 
but nowadays they are entrusted with a pathetically weak baton incapable of stopping the 
weakest-willed raider, as such affectionately known as “the pool noodle’. 


It was actually late 2013 or so when I first attempted to get into PBST. My first training, if 
memory serves, was hosted by Woof on a Saturday, and was very enjoyable, with obstacle 
courses, shooting ranges and a few good-spirited fights to the death. The second was on the 
Sunday and hosted by a boy called Sigma, who Lego described as the Agency’s disowned son, 
such was his incompetence. In an impotent show of malcontent, I announced to him mid- 
butchered exercise that I was quitting and left. He would be a repeating adversary when | 
decided to give it another shot a few months later. Last I heard from him, he tried to get into 
MIT with a program of code more fit for a high school computing lesson than a world-class 
institution. 


The point allocation was always rigged to allow favourable trainees to be fast-tracked, but even 
then, my ascension up the ranks was quick. Tier 1, the first armed rank, had an upgraded baton 
as its only lethal weapon, with the others being a riot shotgun that knocked people over (by 
forcing their character into the sit position, earning it the nickname “Sitgun”), a worthless riot 
shield that couldn’t stop a BB pellet, and a taser that shocked people with force enough to throw 
them off of catwalks. Actually killing someone to force them back to the spawnpoint, therefore, 
involved stunning them before sprinting into melee range and beating them into the ground 
before they recover. Not the best look. 


PR became a recurring issue. I settled into a satisfying rut at the computer core, patrolling 
between the handful of control panels to prevent meddling, and memorised shortcuts to move 
with such speed around the facility that negotiating became the most long-winded task on my 
roster. As time progressed I more often removed it, leading to a single-minded circuit at 
breakneck speed attacking anyone who pressed the wrong button on sight. Tier 2, which gave 
access to a submachine gun, only accelerated this trend, and people began to view Cosmic as a 
frenzied killer better to be avoided. 
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The first time I ever got my hands on that combat axe, one which 
became my enduring symbol, was during a break-in by a suspected 
exploiter at Pinewood’s headquarters, a more sporadically visited 
place that only occasionally got filled up for administrative events. 
Woof, wanting the crowd the suspect had gathered in the main lobby 
dispersed, took me downstairs to the car park and handed me every 
weapon in the PIA toolkit, including an assault rifle, a katana, an 
upgraded riot shield, and a black, aluminium axe that Lego had 
apparently cranked the damage-on-contact up to maximum with. I didn’t know this at the time, I 
just chose it because it looked cool. I failed to kill the exploiter, at any rate, taking about two or 
three random people down instead by lightly brushing against them during a sneak-up through 
his congregation. Woof seemed unfazed, though - I think he was testing whether or not I went 
immediately mad with power. When I later continued my patrols in the PIA the axe would 
become my weapon of choice, and I’ve adopted it as my universal avatar. Hundreds of people 
see it every day without the slightest clue where it comes from. I get the impression if I told 
them, they’d lose a bit of respect for me. 


Despite having my tier 2 equipment with me, | quickly realised that it was utterly irrelevant 
when an actual threat to the game server appeared. A videogame MP7 is not a valid defence 
against a hacker with the power to phase out of existence and replace every surface of the 
facility with furry porn. I began voicing these concerns to PIA members, most if not all of which 
were also security trainers, and consideration for shifting me up to agent status began. I spent a 
while assisting them in training lower ranks and diligently patrolling and reporting any 
disturbance I saw, until Lego finally contacted me and confirmed my suspicions. The gingerness 
with which I asked if I was to be accepted wouldn't have blown over a pencil stood on end. But 
mercifully, he decided I wasn’t a threat to his enterprise, and my induction into the Agency was 
formalised by Woof’s words: “Now you won't have to rely on anyone”. Strange that I was 
outranked, and outspoken, by a prepubescent child without any of us knowing it. Cryptic even 
to each other. 


In the time period that I was in Pinewood, Roblox groups could not yet have games owned by 
the group; instead a member of the group had to be the rightful owner and advertise it on the 
group wall, sort of as a loan. Roblox groups also cannot be co-owned, and a single individual is 
always the sole proprietor. In the case of Pinewood, this person was and always has been 
Diddleshot. 


An Englishman working as a mechanic, Shot was one of the first people making claims to fame in 
the golden age of the site, between 2007-2010 depending on how you cut it. During those latter 
two years, I was an autistic preteen wandering from game to game and gawking at destruction 
physics and silly cart-riding track gimmicks. In that period people like Diddleshot might as well 
have been Greek gods. I attributed Pinewood in its entirety and all of its success to him, and I 
very briefly joined in 2010 before leaving in frustration at not knowing how to get promoted. To 
the average player, being children, these men and women were titans, occupying a virtual 
nobility forever out of reach. 


In 2014, Diddleshot had ultimate control over all of Pinewood’s games, assets and advertising 
funding, not including the affairs of the subdivisions (PIAHQ was owned by Lego, for example). 
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Any executive decision had to be approved and carried out by him alone, and the rest of us were 
but presenters of offerings he might theoretically consider maybe putting the Pinewood logo on. 
This was an issue, because 2014-15 was a busy time in Shot’s life as he prepared to go into the 
workforce, and as the simple times of our childhood on the site faded further and further away, 
it was getting difficult for him to keep on top of everything, much less find the willpower to do 
so. 


Shot’s advisories were split between the two governing departments of Pinewood: The 
Pinewood Intelligence Agency, the department of anti-exploits and threat defence, and the 
Pinewood Veteran’s Club, department of administrative decisions. PBV, being the one with the 
more common disputes attributed to it, had much more power than us. Despite being very close 
to Lego, Diddleshot still consistently sided with PBV, mostly because unlike the PIA, they were 
all appointed directly by him, without being delegated to the head of department. This feud 
would become the defining conflict during the Agency’s residence. 


We still had a fair bit of influence though, not the 
least of which because PBCC was now an 
infamously strong target for exploiting. During the 
holidays when script kiddies got off school, the 
destruction of servers approached biblical levels. 
PIA was on constant high alert, with people 
stationed in as many of the 30-person servers as 
possible to catch any attackers early. My patrols 
didn’t stop, but my priority changed drastically - 
legitimate threats were now amidst. 


Many of them attempted to break into the PIA or 
PBST areas to steal weaponry. They were 
protected by doorways that would only allow 
people of the relevant rank through and would kill 
anyone else who touched them, so common tactics 
involved finding a way to glitch through the walls, 
take the goods and exfiltrate. The PIA giver where 
all the serious hardware was stored got outfitted 
with an autoban system that would remove anyone from the game if they used it without 
appropriate clearance, as a sort of booby trap. It worked quite well, and was one of our first 
forays into automated defence. 


But aside from that, the PIA’s toolset was primitive. Roblox servers did not have a vanilla admin 
command system, but third-party systems were ubiquitous, allowing higher-ups basic privileges 
like banning, handing out free swords and making people they disliked explode. There were a 
variety of options available, each with their own roster of commands to help us, but Pinewood’s 
was the most pitiful of them all: Person299’s admin commands, an ancient relic from the Golden 
Age and about six years out of date. There was no command console and no provided list of 
commands - you had to memorise them all yourself and then shout them at passers-by in the 
global text chat like an idiot. If we were going to have a chance against this onslaught, this 
needed to change. 


The Agency and the Veteran’s Club pooled their resources, mainly between Aeseru and Death, 
one of Shot’s favourites. After several months and a lot of arguments so I’ve heard, the PIA’s 
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magnum opus was created. More than just an admin set, the Pinewood Remotely Integrated 
Defence system (PRIDe) was a defensive superweapon that sent all its data to a remote Trello 
board, where it could be organised and examined easily and was completely immune to 
exploiter tampering. It featured a command list and dedicated command box hidden from the 
regulars, a full suite of server-protecting and player-monitoring commands, and binding of 
actions to a key, even several at a time. I believe Lego came up with the name, but this went 
uncredited. 


New toys in hand, the fight against the hackers became drastically easier. Many of them weren't 
targeting Pinewood out of malice (though a lot were) but instead as a testing ground. Our 
nemesis in this war was a popular hacker forum called Vermillion, who were enthusiasts 
cooking up new Roblox hacks and using the computer core as a traditional testing ground to see 
what they did in the field. We found ourselves locked in an arms race with a motivated and 
decentralised team of top-notch scripters. 


As the months progressed, the attacks ebbed and flowed, hitting their zenith in the summer 
holidays of 2014, but eventually they died down. Part of this will have been from our mounting 
deterrents, but I can’t help but think Vermillion showed some pity on PBCC. Their interactions 
with me (when rarely we identified each other without immediately entering combat) seemed 
to warm a little. One of my favourite encounters was one where | confidently announced our 
anti-exploit couldn’t be broken, to which he responded by jumping off a catwalk and continuing 
to jump repeatedly in the air as if up an invisible staircase. I banned him on the spot, but in 
retrospect he probably deserved that victory. A few belligerents kept hitting us out of spite, not 
the least of which a group calling themselves “Team Coolkid”, who actually were acting out of 
malevolence, but in general the problem got better over time. 


Another area the PIA had de-facto free reign over was PBST, because we all happened to also be 
security trainers and there was little staff overlap with PBV. It was where we did most of our 
recruiting, away from the prying eyes of the Veteran’s Club, and it was our job to keep it in 
working order, lest Pinewood’s facilities be overrun with power-drunk tweens brandishing 
silenced pistols. We ran a tight ship, and promotions were rare; as I mentioned, awarding points 
for good displays in trainings was entirely at our discretion, and we never disclosed the point 
listings to trainees, so if someone’s standing happened to drop by a few points because they 
slighted an agent, it could never be traced back to us. 


I wasn’t alone in my ascent in status. I was promoted simultaneously with a Canadian guy called 
Lyn, who would later be booted for insubordination (see Operation Compass) and melded into 
the background from then on. Another disgraced agent was Kyodo, who was an infamously 
brutal taskmaster at the security trainings - I only ever attended one, where he used admin 
tools to tear apart a building and reassemble it into a fiendishly difficult jumping puzzle, which I 
narrowly completed. You could have your points completely wiped if you dared speak out 
against Kyodo. I had the pleasure of watching Lego publicly strip him of rank in the PBHQ foyer. 
He didn’t say a word, but years later, he founded his own weapons manufactory, modelling and 
scripting high-quality firearms that the Agency’s later ventures would make frequent use of. 


Such events do raise the question of what constitutes a member of the Agency. The list I’ve 
provided above is conservative, and it omits three people I would consider ‘core’ members - 
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Tim, Dafg and Zeta - because they are highly inactive and weren't really involved in operations. 
As such, I never knew them particularly well, and cannot comment on their character standing. 


The Agency’s sphere of influence has varied intensely throughout its history, including what I 
like to term ‘Affiliates’ who weren’t agents, but could be considered co-conspirators. One of 
these was Lapino, who was considered for agent status and given the preliminary role of 
“Intern”. Being a bunch of edgy teenagers, we assessed people on whether or not we thought 
they were an INT] on the farcically unsubstantiated Myers-Briggs personality test, so Lapino was 
made my apprentice for appraisal. I brought him around empty computer core servers and 
showed him how all our equipment worked, but | don’t think it ever really clicked with him, and 
he was most known for the time he used a grappling hook while sat in a vehicle and managed to 
haul an ATV 50 metres upwards to the admin control catwalks. 


But there was one that truly blurred the line 
between agent and affiliate, in the worst ways 
possible. Blue appeared in late 2014, and while she 
was the exact opposite mindset we were looking for, 
this had an unfortunately powerful side effect of 
Lego falling in love with her. 


While the PIA prided itself on a distant, vaguely 
edgy visage, Blue was a neurotic wildcard with 
actions difficult to predict and worldviews clashing 
bitterly with the rest of the agents. So when Lego 
made the decision to award her Intern status, there 
was a lot of pushback, because pretty much all of us 
except Lego hated her - she was seen as 
unprofessional, carefree and publicly insulted us 
over server-wide messaging (our reputation!), so 
we wanted her gone. They would finally cave and 
rescind the internship position, but their long- 
distance affair continued, which would have a 
powerful influence on events further down the line. 


Diddleshot was never the sort of person to manage a sprawling game empire. He created 
Pinewood as a little personal project and was in it for community and self-indulgence purposes. 
But Lego and the PIA were much more business-minded, and if Pinewood was to become the 
website-wide powerhouse it had the potential to be, major changes would need to be made. We 
ran them by him countless times, and predictably, he rejected them to avoid compromising the 
fun of the place. I don’t know what we expected; we were from different worlds. 


Tensions between the Agency and the Veterans continued to mount in the leadup to a wholly 
PBV-managed release, the new Pinewood Research Facility. Noticeably half-baked, it was mostly 
very large empty corridors that felt like they’d have interesting things in them with some more 
development time. The community was underwhelmed as well - it never even came close to 
overtaking the computer core’s popularity. To the rest of the Pinewood administration, this 
wasn’t a huge problem, but the PIA viewing us as a development firm, it had been a colossal 
waste of man hours and resources. Our distaste towards them slowly turned to loathing, and it 
was in this environment that the Agency began to do what they did best: scheme. 
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IV. Woke Up Alone 


Operation Compass, 2015 


If Pinewood was to survive its leadership gaffes, it would have to come under near direct 
control of the Agency. Therefore, Operation Compass was our plan to enact a coup against the 
Veteran’s Club and make ourselves the principle entity advising Diddleshot. 


Because there was no way to displace Shot himself as chairman, the plan had to be political in 
nature. The first step was to do what the research facility didn’t: deliver a fresh gaming concept 
to Pinewood’s player base. This would be developed separately from Pinewood in a group that 
Aeseru owned, a tiny firm called Hyptek, using our own abilities and whatever talents we could 
skim off the affiliates in the high ranks (HRs). Once that was underway, we had some satellite 
groups to commandeer: Pinewood possessed two media divisions making Youtube videos, 
articles on the forums and the like: The Pinewood News Network, which was under PBV control, 
and the Pinewood Broadcasting Corporation, which was PIA operated. There wasn’t a lot of HR 
involvement in either, so capturing them would be a simple matter of befriending the middling 
operators. 


The game project itself, Project Compass had all its preproduction plans laid out: it was to be a 
competitive destruction game of explosive weapons and large-scale chaos, not unlike Red 
Faction Guerrilla, a real retail game developed by Volition Inc and one of my favourite games of 
all time. Roblox games consisting of smashing things with the built-in physics engine were a 
tradition stretching back to the Golden Age, so it was a time-tested strategy. Text documents full 
of details and plans were drawn up, and we all examined the problem carefully to try and work 
out what the best way to simulate destruction would be. Progress on prototypes, however, was 
slow. 


Once Compass was in a moderately playable state (Public standards were pretty low), our plan 
A was to release it as a Hyptek game, drawing the playerbase into that group, and then using the 
game as a trojan horse, turning it over to Pinewood’s holdings on the condition we be allowed 
into the Veteran’s Club. Shot would finally have their ineptitude in focus when tempted with a 
real cash cow, and our influence over the group would become absolute. 


But there was a failsafe in the operation, too. The plan still hinged on Shot’s opinions, and that 
remained a rogue element, so if Pinewood really was unsavable, our plan B was to give them 
what they wanted and resign. All of us, all at once, taking Compass and our abilities elsewhere. 
Specifically yet another shell company: Think Build Create, which was founded by Woof. 
Without any dedicated threat defence, Lego’s advisory and Lyn’s control of and repertoire with 
the lower ranks, they would be decimated, and we would be free to pursue the project on our 
own without fear of them competing. 


<z> 


16 


In any position of power, Lego made it a top priority to have eyes and ears everywhere, so that 
he could gauge people’s loyalties and predict their response to his actions. That’s why the 
Veteran’s Club had to go: he had no moles within it, making it an impenetrable detriment. But 
frustrated with the slow pace of Compass, he decided to take matters into his own hands and 
attempt dialogue with them, alone. They were hardly uncivilised, and despite all the intrigue, 
Shot was still his friend. 


The problem with this is he elected to do it without informing the rest of the PIA, which led toa 
brief panic in late March and early April. We were locked in a stalemate of communicating with 
him, unsure whether our own leader was about to sell us out. Eventually though, in the early 
afternoon of April 6", 2015, I made contact with him, and he explained the situation. It seemed 
like we could have things under control much faster than anticipated if his negotiations went 
well. Could the hostile component of our plan be unnecessary? Maybe Compass could be 
developed cooperatively, a power share organised amicably. Maybe it was better than it looked. 


And then it wasn’t. 


The reason historically cited for Diddleshot’s actions on April 6™ is Lego and Blue making an 
inappropriate joke about their relationship at the computer core, but to me, that seems unlikely 
— Shot may have been a changeable man, but this was a gross overreaction even for him. As I 
said, we had no inside feed on what the Veterans were whispering in his ear at the time, but if I 
had to guess, I'd say it was a contributing factor. 


He came to me not half an hour after I was assured it was smooth sailing. His words were of a 
man in shock. “Cosmic, execute plan B. I’ve been fired.” 


And that was the official beginning of the event mostly known as April 6", occasionally also as 
4/6, the Pinewood Purge, or the Agency Defection. The first thing that happened was a universal 
wave of disbelief, so it took a precious while before we had most people in a Steam chat away 
from Shot’s gaze to talk strategy. News didn’t tend to travel fast in these groups, so there was a 
disconcerting lull where nobody really made a move - as Lego said at the time, all was quiet on 
the western front. 


But the west began to wake. 4/6 was the only time I ever saw Lego genuinely incensed by 
something. This wasn’t just a political move, it was a betrayal of a friendship he had held for 
years over the most insignificant of actions, because he refused to lose an argument. He talked 
of his vast effort to support Pinewood because it belonged to a friend, and how he had never 
worked against its chairman. Even through text chat I could tell it was genuine, and it was heart- 
wrenching to watch. 


The default response by the community whenever a big drama like this happens is suggesting 
the aggressor was hacked. If someone managed to get their password or otherwise break into 
their account, they could take on their persona and perform actions in their name, but we knew 
this time it wasn’t so. Our retreat was slow and organised, lasting the better part of the 
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afternoon and into the evening. We discussed extensively who would resign from where and 
when, and closely monitored who was online to minimise action taken by loyal HRs. 


We went through every high rank sequentially to ask them to come with us to Think Build 
Create, to varied responses. It was when a sizeable chunk of the administration was seen leaving 
that the thousands of regular members began to stir, asking bemusedly on the group chat wall 
what was happening. Those standing by Shot’s side sprung to action, either dodging the 
question or deleting their messages entirely. 


It wasn’t clear to Shot who was resigning and who wasn’t, so we adopted guerrilla tactics, taking 
turns posting our revolutionary manifesto on the Pinewood announcement shout and then 
abruptly leaving. The exact wording could be lost to history, but it was something along the 
lines of “Diddleshot has betrayed the PIA, without us Pinewood will collapse within the quarter, 
follow us to TBC, passion is dead”. The last portion, Passion is dead, became a slogan of the brief 
revolt, and the campaign spread to other avenues of attack carrying it high. 


Once the cat was out of the bag, the chat wall turned into a veritable warzone. With no automod 
system to speak of, anyone could post whatever they wanted, as many times as they wanted, 
and the only defence was a HR manually deleting them one by one. It became a fevered 
battleground for the regular members and the admins alike, with loyalties announced and blows 
exchanged. Diddleshot at one point typed the words “We will crush this rebellion” which made 
me chuckle, and it was also where we learned Lyn and Sigma would not be accompanying us. 


Woof, who hadn’t come online at any point on the day, rose the next morning and logged in to 
what must’ve seemed like a post-apocalypse Pinewood. Alone in the PIA with all his colleagues 
gone, the wall locked down, the shout filled with bland and safe propaganda to drown out any 
notion of something being awry. He left shortly after, but he got an inside perspective we didn't. 


I suffered a personal casualty that day: my own satellite group, the Arcane Research division. It 
was a little roleplay compliment to an outpost I built, where players examined a subterranean 
complex and the supernatural technologies within. It had a cult following of a handful of 
members, but after 4/6, I disbanded the group. Symbolically, I went about giving the complex a 
ruined look, as if it had been abandoned after the defection and the harsh elements of the 
tundra it was situated in began to take their toll. It remains on my profile even now, a nostalgic 
(if melodramatic) totem to what once was. 


And like that, the Pinewood Intelligence Agency ceased to be as it was in 2015, and the Agency 
proper was born. I think we saw ourselves as heroic defenders of common sense at the time, but 
looking back, it all seems so petty and arbitrary compared to our later antics. For our separation 
of Pinewood was the beginning of something much greater. Or something much worse. 
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V. The Golden Boys 
Think Build Create, 2015 - 2017 


Uncreative logo notwithstanding, for the first time, we found ourselves in full command of our 
own group. When we arrived to TBC, its playerbase was a measly 500 or so, and it had no 
properly fleshed out games to call its own. The team we had ripped out of Pinewood’s side were 
talented, but we needed a way to organise a sort of cultural hub game, something to rival the 
computer core and define the aesthetic of the group - what would later be generically termed a 


facility game. 


Soon though, a general realisation was made: that we weren’t bound to making a role-playing 
shell that the players were the real operative part in. With the plethora of talent we had poached 
from Shot, we could make actual, fleshed-out games. 


If there was ever a golden age for the Agency, this was it. The dev team we had on hand, not the 
least of which our own zealous Azu, were as close to a gold standard as we could hope for. We 
put into development a card game Hearthstone clone, Magiscience, themed around our own 
escapades and culture. Based off an anime a few of the guys had watched, Project Asterisk was a 
futuristic laser-sword tournament with a full roster of mental weaponry to duel with. These two 
were equipped with full announcer voiceover, original soundtracks, and lovingly crafted 
portrait art by resident artist Wicky - a production quality unheard of in the science group 
community at the time. 


Wicky was a particular oddity in the TBC roster. For reasons I will never fully understand, her 
and Flight booted up another brief long-distance relationship, which led to some squabbling 
with Pinewood trolls over inappropriate use of that knowledge. Her artistic prowess was 
impressive, and I still have saved the portrait of Cosmic she made for Magiscience, though I can’t 
find where in my files I buried it. Interestingly she defected fully back to Pinewood after the 
events of Operation Nocturne, and remains there to this day as their chief uniform designer. 
They’re not much of a uniform if they’re all different. Cassic white shirt and ballistic vest always 
did the job for me. 


When it comes to groups such as TBC, their lifeblood is their community, which tends to never 
exceed 50-100 or so top contributors combined with a colossal silent majority. These active 
communities live and die on the group chats, which serve as public spaces and cultural centres. 
At the time of April 6" the go-to application for this was Skype, which was, to put it briefly, shite. 
The interface was frustrating, the voice chat was a coin flip on whether it worked and Microsoft 
had loaded it up with enough aggravating account red tape for people at large to demand a 
replacement. Enter one of the hardest-hitting demographic poaches in software history: 
Discord, the new be-all and end-all of internet community discussion. TBC packed its bags and 
shifted its whole operation over to Discord and after a brief gulf of not knowing how to 
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moderate properly, and one of the server bots going rogue and posting pornography 
everywhere, we had set ourselves up well. Pinewood followed suit, and the modern scene is all 
Discord, all the time. Skype is but a distant memory, where I wish it to remain, even if the 
amount of questionable adult imagery was a bit lower. 


Meanwhile, the effort to expand TBC’s game 
roster continued. We were put in touch with a 
peculiar Oceania dev duo, a Malaysian named 
Kelvin and a Filipino called RG (as in 
RobloxGuy32; many usernames are shortened 
like this, such as people occasionally calling me 
“Cos”). They were sitting on a pretty impressive 
rendition of an oil platform, complete with a 
labyrinthine refinement simulation that players 
could balls up to their hearts’ content. There 
was but one catch: it was slated for a release 
with our new greatest rivals, Pinewood. 


Marred by the same rough patch of life 
commitments that a lot of us were about to 
plough headlong into, Kelvin and _ RQG’s 
Pinewood Builders Oil Platform (PBOP, because 
we really liked acronyms over there) had been 
repeatedly delayed for release before being 
placed on full hiatus. Kelvin seemed melancholy 
about it, as he conveyed it to Pinewood’s 
management (and our spies) via a sleek powerpoint presentation. There was no particular 
forward plan - he would chip away at it however he could and whenever he felt a desire. And so 
a potential magnum opus was left adrift with no strong allegiance to its publisher, and the 
Agency is nothing if not opportunistic. 


This brief chapter of the story was known as the Winter Return of 2015. We never intended to 
stay, of course, it was merely another political game to try and ease the rift between Pinewood 
and TBC, so when we went in for the kill with Kelvin it wouldn’t seem overly hostile - to him or 
to our rival. Despite having no real intention to stay, I felt some lost kinship with Pinewood 
while wondering around that oil platform, and when we were inevitably ousted once again by 
resistance from the HRs surrounding Shot, what he had said for the last few months about 
wanting to reverse the action rang a little truer. They say people always return to the scene of 
the crime. 


It was a lot less clean a job as we hoped. Poaching things off Pinewood was a matter of slowly 
turning the developer against PBV via anecdotes and our own rationale, and while it eventually 
worked, it took several months. The oil platform wasn’t as big a hit as we hoped - its realistic 
approach perhaps lacked spectacle compared to the near-future explosiveness of the computer 
core. The platform would change hands multiple times again over the next few years, and a 
hidden vent system in it became a staging ground for little displays, with devs adding vulgar 
visual commentary on the politics of whoever owned it at the time. Kelvin would later go on to 
develop a rather successful farm sim game, which he nearly contracted me to write some 
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dialogue for. In a way, he was emblematic of various passion-project developers caught up in 
the political maelstrom that surrounded us, but he made good out of it in the end. 


Meanwhile, domestic affairs were still in full swing, and as the Magiscience card game was 
proving a more difficult beast to tame than we first thought, focus was shifting to Project 
Asterisk, the swordfighting game. The level of detail Azu could accomplish practically solo was 
astonishing, but it did have the unfortunate effect of nobody being good enough to help him 
with the build, except for one way: bug testing. Azu was constantly appropriating things from 
the anime the game was based on, so we had a steady supply of new weapons, user interfaces 
and aesthetics to test and critique. At the same time, we had opportunity to add some TBC 
flavour to it - the six playable factions were supplemented by ones based off of ourselves, 
including my own ‘St. Kosmos’ Institute’, and one or two weapons were conceived and created 
in-house. I am a proud co-author of the developer-only cheat weapon known as the Fridge on a 
Stick, which had the knockback to propel any enemy out of the arena in one hit. When we 
moved onto open beta testing, I brought it out once or twice as a joke to fight the regular 
members. 


It was in TBC that we learned perhaps the harshest lesson of our time on the site: that all the 
talent in the world cannot keep a dream of game success afloat if the project loses momentum. 
After several months of chipping away at the various places we had in the works, a string of 
real-life holdups meant the developers had less time to work on them. Combined with a handful 
of spats between various people in the Roblox circle, that seemed to have been enough to 
cripple progress. TBC didn’t exactly die so much as simply stop moving, and we hadn’t the time 
or will to give it a hard enough shove after that. 


Around this time, the relationship between Lego and Blue was getting harder and harder to 
comprehend. Now locked into attempting a long-distance relationship, the natural difference 
between the hyper, chaotic latter and the calculating, snidy former was starting to hit 
difficulties. It flickered on and off, with awkward displays of affection thrown over the wall to 
each other every once in a while. Briggs as a side project had built them an in-game apartment 
together, which I spent a good fifteen minutes combing every corner of when I was informed 
there was a hidden room somewhere within. 


Blue has always enjoyed pursuing projects by herself. She works in fits and starts, not unlike 
myself, and her allegiance to either side in the political games that were afoot was more or less 
nought. But it seemed that she had finally picked a side, and it wasn’t us. Knowing all too well 
the pernicious influence of Pinewood on people trying to rise up ranks, this was a harrowing 
development to us, and a potentially impassible roadblock to her and Lego’s relationship. Worse 
still, the Agency’s constituent members weren't exactly popular over there, and he was deathly 
afraid about her being poisoned against him. 


Personally, I don’t think that their relationship was the only reason our second operation was 
launched. We were all a little hungry for revenge after the events of April 6", and this was 
merely a morally acceptable ‘in’ for what we had been thinking about since Compass collapsed. 
It seemed it was finally time to remove our origin’s shadow, and for the lights of Pinewood to be 


firmly extinguished. 
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VI. A Crime of Passion 
Operation Nocturne, 2016 - 2017 


The plan was fiendishly simple: anyone remotely connected to the Agency would be booted 
before they could gain a powerful rank, so the solution was a disguise. We would create a 
throwaway account with no links to TBC that would act as our infiltrator; with Aeseru and Azu’s 
development skills, Woof’s political expertise, Lego’s charisma and my own eloquence and 
security experience, he would seem like the perfect recruit. 


This diversity of skills would let him appeal to and work for every branch of Pinewood’s 
administration at once, giving him unanimous favour for becoming a member of PBV and 
getting a good rank. Once in a position that let him edit the status of people below him, we 
would bring out a specialist piece of software: an exile bot. A computer program designed to 
take over the account’s actions and, using Roblox’s primitive group editing tools, systematically 
remove every person of a lower rank at superhuman speed. Most of Pinewood’s members were 
old and abandoned accounts that never bothered to leave, so they could not rejoin or be 
replaced - an irreparable blow to their success, seeing as popularity hinges a lot on having many 
members in the first place to get endorsed and advertised to newcomers. The ethics of this were 
not challenged at the time, as we viewed this head-start as an unfair advantage justified to 
target. Their power would be crushed, and the liberation of many from their influence, 
guaranteed. 


Woof would be the agent that designed our trojan horse account. If he was to mingle with 
Pinewood’s denizens he couldn’t be a cardboard cutout, or it would be obvious he was an alt; 
this double agent had to be a complex, believable fictional person. The codename we were 
initially using was “Meow’, since he was to be as far divorced from Woof as possible to as not to 
arouse suspicion. Over a handful of brainstorming sessions, we decided upon major details - he 
would be an Icelandic boy, masking Woof’s signature video editing skills with a fabricated 
background as a fruitless youtuber. He had a sister, was of Jewish faith and lived near the 
Skaftafell region of the national park surrounding an Icelandic volcano. This volcano, eyebrow- 
raisingly never taken as a username by anyone on the site, would be where he took his name 
from: Vatnajokull. Or Vatna, for short. The alias was ready for insertion. 


As the designated security expert going back to our days in power, I assumed control of Vatna 
when he was attending Pinewood security trainings. It was a strange feeling to be doing them all 
again undercover, and even stranger to see them hosted by non-Agency affiliates; | noted their 
trainings, while planned in advance, were a lot less rigid and left room for improvisation. At 
best, this gave some unpredictable challenges that at least kept the lie alive this was any help, 
and at worst it was an incoherent mess of the trainer’s indulgence in having power over a 


couple dozen idiots over the internet. 
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My movements and speech were closely monitored by Woof, who became my handler. He was 
the mastermind behind Vatna’s identity and so I referred to him for guidance on speech 
patterns, behaviour and personality. I had to catch myself whenever about to instinctively say or 
do something that was too similar to myself - once, Vatna was flung across the map in a training 
mishap, to which I responded by typing “ow” into the chat, something only I do. Woof scolded 
me with “How very Cosmic of you”. Not only did I have to excel at all challenges put before me to 
rank up, I had to do so with an entirely different style than my own to throw them off the scent. 
A tense ordeal, to say the least. I had a good arrangement of bootlegged videogame soundtracks 
playing during trainings - some tense ambient synths for my shadow performance. 


Vatna’s security career was making progress, but my use of our puppet was only one piece of 
the puzzle. Woof was our frontrunner for political connections, buttering up the HRs to make 
them more likely to approach Vatna with work offers, while Aeseru and Flight were our dev 
team to give him the look of a veritable virtual polymath. These roles were encouraged to blur 
together so it looked like the work of one man, and I did dip my toes into developing for Vatna 
one time; Pinewood at one point hosted a weapon designing competition to get a new toy for 
the security team, and I submitted a lovingly crafted model of a FAMAS assault rifle. It was 
rejected and never used by them, nor for any Agency project, which I remain bitter about. 


Our plan was progressing with remarkable speed, and our disguise was within a month a 
medium-rank (MR), being entrusted with light moderation jobs and outsourced development 
work. We were churning out as many impressive crafts as we could, mostly videos or Roblox 
assets, to keep the skillset on display, but such actions while deep undercover are a knife edge - 
one that we very nearly slipped on during one fateful day. 


As I’ve said, we required an incredibly strict policy of distancing Vatna from all our previous 
work, to the point that we could not reuse assets, demonstrate similar building styles or talk like 
our normal selves while controlling him. At this point, two people decided they were going to 
completely ignore these guidelines: Lego and Flight. 


Despite the pace of proceedings, Lego was getting restless. He was concerned that Vatna’s string 
of rank-ups would stall if he maintained the same monotone, obedient guise, and proposed 
giving him some charisma - specifically, his own. So what else does he do but jump onto the 
account and speed over to a Pinewood facility to start firing superficial charm in every direction. 
This idea lasted for about two hours, until he finally realised people were comparing Vatna to 
himself and pulled the plug. 


But that wasn’t the end of that. Lego had attracted the administration’s suspicion, and other 
work was about to come under scrutiny. This is when the sleeper cell of idiocy Flight had 
planted came into effect: he had previously worked on a replacement training zone for 
Pinewood, back in 2015 while we still controlled the PIA, and had made a very distinctive, very 
recognisable model of the security team logo as a floor mosaic. He reused it. Wholesale, on 
Vatna’s account. And once someone laid eyes on that after Lego’s stunt, the penny dropped with 
thunderous volume. 


While most of Pinewood’s minds were going to Vatna being some sort of asset cat-burglar, the 
person who inferred he was a TBC spy was Phoenix, an unremarkable MR. As it turns out, that 
man can cast shade with the best of them, and with the amount of evidence he was piling onto 
Large, a HR with the power to remove Vatna, he had to be taken care of. Hysterically, we 
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managed to convince Large that Phoenix was an embittered conspiracy theorist trying to smear 
Vatna so he could take his rank, and he was promptly exiled from the group, which might be the 
closest to an actual assassination these affairs have ever gotten. We still laugh about it. 


Try as we might though, the poison of doubt was inside Large’s head. He was all but convinced 
Vatna wasn’t an infiltrator, but just to be certain, he confronted Flight’s main account with a 
reverse benefit-of-the-doubt method. Pretending he had utterly rustled Vatna, he messaged a 
few taunting congratulations to see what his reaction would be. Simple to handle: all Flight had 
to do was act dumb. 


He did not. 


Very, very well played 


about what 


Dude 
I know 


Very well played sir 


about what 


multiple things 
Lol gg 


multiple things 
Lol gg 


ss Lol gg 
You nearly had us 


Actually, it depends on how you're using the term “act dumb”. 


“Hah, good game”, an announcement of concession. The Agency’s private chatroom exploded 
with anger and disbelief the moment we got the news. Flight’s fumbling only escalated from 
there - minutes later he tried to cover up what is now known as the “Lol gg” incident by going 
on about how fantastic a builder Vatna was and how he should be given a high rank. This also 
compromised our side mole: Dafg, an agent who wasn’t at that time a known collaborator, but 
who had been caught in the crossfire of this fiasco. 


Our containment strategy was to try and get Large kicked out instead, via Woof sending an 
incriminating image to Shot (who inexplicably trusted him) showing Large saying his promotion 
system was rigged in his own favour. It also turned out that Lego’s attempted charisma injection 
involved him buying an extremely expensive sword that is his signature for Vatna, for reasons | 
cannot even begin to fathom. A campaign of denying accusations thrown our way eventually 
warded off the suspicion, but Nocturne continuing was due to Pinewood’s incompetence, not 
the Agency’s cunning. 


I should add at this point that “Operation Nocturne” is the name I myself gave to the operation 
shortly after it began, being the Agency’s designated archivist. It was not accepted for the most 
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part, and when referring to the business outside of documents like this, it’s usually called “The 
Vatna thing” or something similar. Naming conventions are not very creative in this circle, and 
the operation would ultimately suffer the same fate as Compass, becoming known only as the 
date on which it terminated - the former 4/6, and the latter, 10/20. But I’m the one writing 
history, damn it, and tomfoolery of this grandiosity deserves a title befitting its status. 


It was now August 2016, and the operation was reeling in the wake of Lol gg. Flight’s act of 
dropkicking the hornet’s nest had caused a wave of paranoia and distrust to sweep the 
Pinewood administration, and we were on the verge of losing our main and unwitting source of 
information from the inner circle, Large. Woof, ever the con artist, maintained friendly relations 
with a lot of the Pinewood team without ever revealing his agenda - this was still an informal 
setting after all - and with him and Vatna being the same person incorrectly ruled out, Shot and 
his cronies were rounding on Large’s apparent failure of oversight. We got the word from our 
usual tap of Large venting his frustrations to Woof in direct text chat that he could be up for 
being demoted from the HRs, but after several days of trepidation, it fortunately fell through. 


This was one of the strongest hints we got that the new Pinewood was deliberately corrupt - 
Large, even if he was ineffective by their standards, was useful simply for being on their side, 
instilled with blind loyalty beyond any rational concern. This would be a dark theme for many of 
the people in the science group circle: these places were the emotional support lines for 
countless members, outcast or vulnerable as many people on the site are, and groups capitalised 
on it, offering their medium and high ranks ever greater power and status in exchange for 
unwavering allegiance. Many were addicted to feeling important, oblivious to the harm it did to 
both themselves, and people at the bottom being used in a political game. In trying to cripple 
one to release them from its grip, and into the lap of more amicable places, there was a risk that 
they would be thrown into the void and struggle to find belonging by another avenue. We 
mulled this over once or twice, accepting that there would be collateral damage in our quest to 
halt Pinewood’s pervasive influence, rescue Lego’s relationship and undo our failure on April 
6". 


The Large debacle over, Vatna was promptly informed that he was being considered for 
promotion to a true HR position. Partly as an apology, partly because our impression plan was 
working, and partly to get a larger task force to beat back Pinewood’s ever-encroaching rival: 
Innovation Inc. In the genre of sci-fi games, all eyes had been on Pinewood’s facility model for 
several years, and the most successful copycat by far was Innovation, who, if we’re being 
perfectly honest with ourselves, had games better than Pinewood’s even before April 6". 
Knowing the frustration of falling behind our peers first-hand, I can see why they moved so fast 
on the promotion. 


As it turned out, we were so successful with our plan of making Vatna the shining saviour of 
Pinewood, he was to be given a new role created almost specifically for him: Internal Affairs 
Committee, in charge of policing interactions between the tiers of ranks. In our quest for a 
decent position that could alter positions below them, we had been given the honorary title of 
Chief Position Alterer. In truth though, it was a medium-high rank built specifically because of 
mounting division about Vatna’s ascent. Aside from the Lol gg misstep, we had perhaps made 
him too perfect: he was at risk of usurping almost every position in the upper echelon, 
incentivising the Veterans’ Club to contain him where he couldn’t threaten their power. 
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This ceremonial role was immediately followed by utter political turmoil, too complex for this 
overview account to possibly handle in full. Brief dialogue between Lego and Shot caused the 
HRs to spawn dozens of unfounded rumours. Blue was briefly made a vice president as a joke to 
freak everyone out. Dafg moved to appoint Vatna as PIA Head of Operations before being shot 
down by none other than Large. 


A bizarre sequence of events to say the least, but it preceded a truly surreal decision by all 
parties: Woof intentionally blew Vatna’s cover, and Pinewood accepted it. With the political 
intrigue spiralling out of control, in a smoke-and-mirrors manoeuvre, Woof fabricated a story of 
being the sole operator of the alt account, and using it to reclaim a position in Pinewood that he 
dearly missed. Going along with this alibi, the Agency feigned remorse for their actions in 2015 
as well, and PBV concurred that it was a mutually detrimental outcome. They seemed even to 


pity us. 


So now the Agency was out in the open, and Woof, apparently having no ill intent, was 
reinstated with an MR role in Pinewood. The rest of us would not be handed back power so 
hastily - but before long, we hatched a plan to change that. And god, was it worthy of the history 
books. 


There is no doubt in my mind that the 
Pinewood Administrative Assembly was the 
greatest con the Agency ever pulled. A pseudo- 
democratic decision body, created for the sole 
purpose of making the HRs think they were in 
control of proceedings, when it was really a 
confusocracy that Woof and the Agency had 
absolute power over. Like the training point 
system before it, we could force or shoot down 
any resolution we _ pleased, and_ the 
membership happily watched us do it in broad 
daylight. 


Lavish meeting areas were built. Political 
factions were drawn up. Pinewood laboured 
over a temple to our agenda without knowing a 
thing. I happily sat in this assembly, as part of 
the pre-planned dominant party, alongside 
Robby and a few other affiliates. As Woof 
presided over each meeting, he would feed us information over private messaging, and we 
would propose motions at his order and request his assistance to shoot down dissidents using 
his political might. A beautiful machine of espionage. 


Beyond engineering resolutions, the PAA had the advantage of being open to public viewing, via 
an observation balcony surrounding the floor. Frequently had Pinewood, ourselves included, 
gotten away with things by avoiding the gaze of typical members, such was the privacy afforded 
by exclusive subsidiaries and whitelisted talking spaces. Not here: every move was observed, 
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and every minute was logged (when whoever was pretending to be the secretary could be 
bothered). 


This coup was not to be directed at Pinewood’s administration as a whole. That is a fight we will 
always lose, as their mutual consolation can shake off any intrusive idea. Instead, it was targeted 
solely and directly at Shot, the single point of failure for the organisation. For such a usurpation 
to go smoothly, it would have to be nothing short of unanimous; Woof’s plan laid before him the 
task of turncoating every single Pinewood HR to his cause. 


For this purpose, the Assembly was his ultimate weapon, but not in the way one might think. 
Through it he assured he was both indispensable to the group’s new structure, and received 
unilateral respect from the new PIA and the Veteran’s Club for his accomplishments, there were 
always dissenters. He became the bottleneck of every proposition and the subject of all the 
company’s praise, but that was an unsustainable position. To unseat a dictator, he became their 
mirror image, but he needed to be more. 


Inevitably, the PAA would disintegrate. There wasn’t a chance in hell of something with that 
many moving parts being kept running somewhere as lethargic as Pinewood’s HR circle. Thus, a 
few months after it came to be, the meeting process was peacefully retired. So what did the 
Agency stand to gain from this rise and fall? 


The answer lies in what I to this day satirically refer to as the Blue Manoeuvre, after a similar 
stunt Blue pulled with a small Pinewood subsidiary some years before this. It’s simple: you 
create an establishment in a larger group, bring it to moderate success, let it go to shit, shut it 
down at the behest of someone higher up than you, and soak in prestige for removing a problem 
element you yourself created. Real intelligence agencies would be proud. 


When Woof agreed to shutter the Assembly so everyone could go back to doing nothing of their 
own volition, he received acumen both for serving as its impartial founder and supervisor, and 
for freeing everyone from it once they found it overbearing. Somehow, these two facts did not 
collide inthe HRs’ minds, and his standing simply doubled overnight. Once the Assembly had 
served its purpose, its lingering ghost would deliver us the final piece of the puzzle. 


At this stage, Woof’s ascent back to power was essentially complete. Despite doing the most out 
of the agents, he maintained neutrality in the eyes of Pinewood, either by happenstance or 
cunning. As the final agent to leave on April 6", and with no rebellious spirit to bear on the day, 
his involvement with that state of affairs seemed muted to the world. And since he operated by 
proxy within the PAA, via myself and the rest of our party, he appeared to give no preferential 
treatment, judging resolutions entirely on merit. 


He was a friend to all. Which means it was time for the biggest haul of new affiliates in Agency 
history. 


* 


And now, for the piéce de résistance of any administrative overthrow: the frame job. What to 
pin on the man who breaks everything? Well, our friends high up in the Roblox Corporation had 
the answer with an emergent technology: developer exchange. 
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By 2017, Roblox groups accumulated funds from attached places - in both virtual currencies, 
Robux and Tickets - into a central repository that the owner had control over; they could then 
dole out payment to any person in the group, theoretically for their service of keeping the 
institution afloat. But this was a new and infrequently utilised feature, because most of the big- 
bucks front-page games were still being made by solo developers (or at least, development 
teams sharing a single account). Normally the money would be used on advertising the group, 
which is the only action that can be performed without withdrawing the money permanently. 


But Shot didn’t have his eyes on that. Developer Exchange was a new feature that allowed 
powerhouses of the website - those making the games that drew in new players for the 
business, making it mutually beneficial - to convert extreme quantities of R$ into real-world 
currency. Exchanges started at R$100,000 - USD 100, so you had to be financially well-endowed 
on the site to start rolling it over to your actual bank account. 


Lucky for Shot, he had quite the source of robux: by paying out obscene denominations from 
Pinewood Builders to himself, he could then trade the money into the Developer Exchange 
programme for his own benefit. Which means, in a wonderful twist of fate, Shot’s crimes against 
the group had crystallised into a facsimile of an actual crime: corporate embezzlement. With 
ammunition as strong as this, turning the board against him was a trivial matter. 


On October 20", 2017, it came together at Pinewood headquarters. Nobody in Pinewood was 
blind enough to miss something coming, but they were short on details; they simply expected a 
show. Shot wasn’t hiding, either: he renovated the third floor offices with a strikingly placed 
meeting table for himself and the board. If memory serves, it may have been a table built by 
Lego, which is rather poetic. If he was to face the inevitable, he might as well do so with 
spectacle - and the Agency couldn’t agree more. 


The board took their seats, and began talking in circles about trivial matters, just as rehearsed. | 
was the only agent other than Woof in attendance, and thus the only one with an outside 
perspective, and I can say first-hand that the atmosphere was like an electrical storm. As the 
HRs stalled Shot for longer and longer, there was a suffocating tension on when the act would 
drop. Nobody would’ve felt it more strongly than Shot himself, who barely participated, waiting. 
Bracing. 


The codewords left Woof’s mouth and hit the table like a sledgehammer. “Is there anything left 
to discuss?” 


Our pointman, Theo, stood and replied immediately. “I’d like to propose a motion of no 
confidence.” 


“On whom, Theo?” Woof asked cordially. Ever the showman. 
“Diddleshot.” 


Discussion was brief. The decision was already made long in advance, behind closed doors. The 
board voted unanimously for Diddleshot's removal as chairman on the grounds of 
embezzlement of group funds, refusal to assist in daily affairs, and general mismanagement. 
The two board members that could not attend voted remotely, both Aye, and sent them to Woof. 
We didn’t even have to doctor them. This was a deep wound. 


<&> 


28 


Diddleshot was in an extended state of denial for several minutes during and after the vote, 
repeatedly asking for clarification on what was happening, and occasionally blurting out a 
refusal to stand down. He was never known as an animated leader, so his state of shock at an 
emerging threat seems only fitting. It was also a promising sign for our intended outcome, the 
vote being a purely psychological assault. But I think he knew our statement wasn’t binding. 
After he grappled with confusion, he switched to looking for an out that neither relinquished 
control or lost him the entirety of the board - because he still had power to choose either. 


A captivated crowd of members tailed his meanderings around the building, gravitating towards 
his office in the top floor. He swept them aside, like they weren’t there. As if, in his mind, his 
empire’s headquarters were suddenly empty, and he could only pace through its abandoned 
halls and consider his actions. Eventually, he made his way to the helipad and stared over the 
edge for some long minutes. The audience, with unprecedented restraint, kept their distance, 
perhaps believing he would dramatise his suicide by throwing himself off. 


He said something to Woof, up there. About the most profound thing I ever heard out of him. | 
felt the words pass straight through Woof and into me, into the Agency, into everyone he had 
made an enemy of. For just a moment, we were stripped of our drama and our personas, as a 
man cried out at the brutalising of his creation. 


"You know this isn't a real company, don't you Woof? It’s a roleplay gone too far." 
We had crushed him. 


Mission accomplished. 


Needless to say, the board members that had been brought into with the plot (i.e. all of them) 
were now loyal to the Agency instead of Shot. So, when he inevitably didn’t stand down, he lost 
his entire administration in an instant. This wasn’t the uneven gutting of April 6", this was an 
entire generation of recruiting erased. It was never about actually forcing his capitulation, of 
course: we were just there to hit Pinewood harder than before - hard enough that it toppled. 
There was no hiding behind propaganda this time; the Board’s contempt for their chairman had 
been laid bare before an expansive audience. 


And yet, it stood. The Agency wordlessly regarded Pinewood as it went through the same 
motions as before. The second-highest staff were simply raised up haphaardly to replace the 
rebellion of the Board. They were not trained, experienced or talented, but they didn’t have to 
be. The HRs were figureheads, merely required to exist to stabilise the group. None of us said 
anything at the time. We just did the job and walked away, saying it was done. But I think we all 
felt it, in some form or another. Pinewood was too big to fail. This wasn’t success. 


One point that could’ve salvaged the operation was the release of Blue from Pinewood’s grasp, 
fulfilling Lego’s hope to care for a loved one through his clandestine skillset. But, as 10/20 was 
enacted, she was not even present in the group, having moved on by her own volition. She had 
seen what we had in 2015, and walked away, joining yet another offshoot group to call her own. 
Renegade Inc. stands to this day, though its development has all but halted and its servers go 
silent for months. Perhaps a natural death is better than the grotesque reanimations Pinewood 
uses to sustain itself. We would find no vindication in saving Lego’s relationship, either. 
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Looking back so many years later, the answer is plain as day. Operation Nocturne failed by 
every metric except one: revenge. We had thrown our weight at our adversary once more and 
reminded them of their own shortcomings. We had sent a message that their wrongs did not 
vanish on April 6". But we did not right them, for I see now that there is no point in fighting 
something like Pinewood. Men like Diddleshot see their creations as their children, and our 
chances of severing that connection were nought. We did this only for ourselves, and our pride. I 
do not feel regret, but I cannot call us heroes. 


Nowhere to go but forward. 
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VII. Power Fantasies 
Hyptek, 2017 - 2019 


Hyptek had existed for quite a while before Nocturne or Compass. It was one of those group IPs 
people stashed away in case they wanted to boot up their own splinter cell of the Pinewood 
fiasco, which was an intense ejection of wooden shards indeed. It played a barely noticeable role 
in planning for Compass, but only after a logo swap-out for a generic premade was it ready for 
use. 


We fell back, as we often do, to this small firm in the wake of TBC’s stagnation, and despite 
having completed Nocturne and crippled Pinewood’s administration, an amorphous sense of 
failure hung in the air. It was not helped when Hyptek took the turn it did: attracting all the 
kinds of idiotic children and filterless MRs we had been trying to evade the whole time. Nobody 
was impressed, and we considered jumping ship within days of the switch being confirmed. 


Around this time is when | really began to doubt if bringing together a team to make a great 
game was possible. I might compare Hyptek, and all our preceding groups, to a thin-walled 
submarine holding back the ocean of children and misfits we always tried to ward off. I cannot 
now Say that we are objectively better than those people - like water, they aren’t malicious, but 
having so many of them and so few of us would suffocate the Agency before it could get its 
footing. The dream we had, now years ago in our mid-teens, seemed to grow further and further 
away, for myself especially. 


But we got over that introspective hump, and Hyptek’s community rallied around our main 
game, provided by Polish developer Czachu, the Hyptek Nuclear Power Plant. Take the 
computer core formula of a big thing exploding if neglected, and put it in a both logical and 
culturally recognised setting: twin reactor cores of the same make as the Pripyat plant, and 
players tasked with maintaining the delicate balance of not becoming overly heated or 
pressurised to cause a meltdown or blowout, while not too cool or stable to stop producing 
power. It was a nicely crafted game Czachu had created almost solo as a passion project - a 
detail that would come to haunt me some time later, when I would be thrust into centre stage. 
But before it was my turn to irreversibly change Hyptek, another crisis was to unfold. 


Woof, throughout all these happenings, was struggling outside of the Agency with real-life 
matters. The pressure of weakening family ties, the hostile nature of his home county in the 
wake of certain US political events, and the crushing workload from his underfunded and 
uncaring school, meant he was no longer in a position to be Hyptek president. This was the 
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problem we had thrown our full force at Shot for refusing to act on, and we weren't to repeat his 
mistakes: Woof began to make preparations to temporarily stand down. 


On the basis that Woof would fall into a MR position as Moderator, perhaps eventually to return 
in a few months’ time to retake the reins, the Hyptek presidency was handed off to a man called 
Theo, who was a trusted Agency affiliate and instrumental in the final blow of Operation 
Nocturne. He would be a placeholder president, holding onto the group as an asset for us and 
making a few maintenance tweaks here and there until Woof returned. 


But Theo had other ideas. As he whiled away the weeks and months in his lofty position, often 
lacking any contact with the Agency in the highranks, he evidently began to develop quite a 
distaste for us in our absence. My belief is that he felt we cast a long shadow, and that in 
accepting the possibility of Woof’s return, every action he made wasn’t entirely his own. This 
feeling of inescapable dependence must have festered quite a bit for him to act as he did, when 
Woof finally decided to retake a commanding role in early 2018. 


Out of concern for the side effects of such a lurch in power straight from Moderator to President. 
Woof requested to be given the role of Vice-President instead, to get the ball rolling with the 
transition. He explained all of this to Theo and his HR cadre, the Board of Directors, in a meeting 
that would hopefully end with him getting back in the saddle immediately. But to all of our 
surprise, neither Theo nor the Board were willing to do so; for some reason they found Woof’s 
return overly sudden and even suspicious. 


Some weaselling followed, in an attempt for Team Theo to buy themselves enough time to come 
up with a solution to Woof’s request. Woof, in turn, rolled back his expectations and asked for a 
simple position on the Board rather than VP, which was still denied. Tensions began to mount 
on both sides in this skirmish. 


Eventually Woof grew tired of the back-and-forth, and proposed a democratic solution in the 
form of a public vote on whether he should be re-admitted. This took a lot of convincing and 
further opinion-wrangling, but Woof eventually managed to tip the Board into a 6-4 agreement 
for the public vote. Unsurprisingly, being the only president to have done anything of note, he 
won it by a colossal margin of 97.2% (out of 71 votes - remember the small active player thing). 
Not unlike Shot at the end of Nocturne, Theo reacted to this with active denial and feigned 
confusion, repeatedly refuting his loss and eventually transitioning back to denying Woof any 
spot in the HRs to begin with. 


Understandably irritated, Woof took to descending upon the Hyptek discord and riling up the 
voters, accusing Theo of not respecting democracy and trying to seize power. This was quite 
foreshadowing, for things came to a head shortly after: I was invited into the Hyptek 
Administration server (I held no rank at the time) and waiting indignantly in the lobby channel 
to be granted some form of viewing permission for the rest of the establishment. Standing 
outside the castle walls, I witnessed the crisis begin through the muffled voices of Woof’s 
dictation privately, and scarce interactions with the Board while they had a conversation of 
their own. As would be revealed moments later, it was a sordid discussion. 


Theo, backed into a corner with his loaned power, laid out plans to burn the bridges, purge the 
existing high- and medium-ranks of any Agency sympathisers, and consolidate absolute power 
over Hyptek. I received the snippets of their conversation from our moles and put two and two 
together. My brief line-drawing speech was cut short with a swift removal from the server as 
subtlety was abandoned. 
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Theo’s attempt at a coup was disorderly, and wracked with paranoia at his coworkers - at this 
time in the Agency’s history, our recent actions briefly lended us an almost legendary status, 
and nobody could pin down how far our web of contacts and affiliates was spun. Theo did the 
text chat equivalent of pacing for the next several hours, pointing fingers at his own co- 
conspirators in equal number as the lower-downs they had free reign to eliminate. 


On ground level, the agents once again donned their public forum battle helms and set about 
raising hell in the discord. Woof had matured into something of a text-channel-sabotage expert 
over the years, and so keeping the pressure on was a trivial task for him. Public support flipped 
like a lever to put him with his back to the wind, and Theo’s hope of a decent explanation to the 
members, a la April 6"’s propaganda cover-up, was eroded away minute by minute. 


Eventually, he was simply pressured into capitulating the presidency by the threat of 
overwhelming backlash, a fact the Board seemed to see before him. Theo was promptly kicked 
off the HR circle and Woof replaced him, ending the fiasco as abruptly as it surfaced. 


Woof was back, asset secured, problem solved! 


No. Despite his return as president, Woof was still between a rock and a hard place for time 
devotion. We still needed somebody more active and less treasonous than Theo to run the 
group, and we needed them delivered in a way that didn’t set off the membership over a second 
coup in as many years. So, why not open some civil discussion on the matter? We were quite 
confident level heads would prevail, but just in case they didn’t, we were hands-on behind the 
scenes to help democracy make the right choice: us. 


More specifically, me. 


Keeping appearances up that Pinewood’s old-boys power system was behind us, it was decided 
that Hyptek’s next president should be decided democratically. Of course, the method selected 
could more accurately be called semi-oligarchic - an election was to occur among both the base 
membership and the Council, with the latter having much more weighted power - but nobody 
questioned us calling it democracy, so what’s the problem? 


The Election was an ordeal, to say the least. I was tasked with fending off my fellow HRs in a 
battle of will, without making myself look like an asshole or damaging relations with them or 
the wider membership. The people I would be running against were two other board members: 
Gonow, a respectable multi-faceted developer who tended to focus on his own small projects; 
and Cake, our security specialist who coded game elements, ran servers, and implemented her 
anti-cheat system into protecting as much as possible. Each of us were to provide a manifesto 
and platform for our election, which were available to everyone on a public Trello document. 


I was the favoured candidate of the Agency for obvious reasons, but we wouldn’t have gone 
ahead with an election if we didn’t think I would be the people’s choice, which is a classically 
egotistical move. Woof had neglected to establish a proper vote counting method beforehand, 
and when they came in, various methods employed could be gerrymandered to have myself, 
Gonow or Cake as the winning candidate. 


The arguments that followed prompted Woof to announce, at the agreement of most of the 
board, that the vote was therefore spoiled and couldn’t be considered binding, so he would 
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choose the candidate himself from feedback. He received arguments from everyone, pretended 
to read them, and then chose me. The vote had been agreed to be cast aside for inaccuracy, and 
his choice was accepted. When democracy didn’t give him a clear result, he democratically 
removed it from the equation and made the selection himself. 


I’m not sure about calling it rigged. That sort of implies there was a firm framework to rig in the 
first place. But the end result saw me placed in firm command of Hyptek, and by extension, the 
Agency retained its control of the group. 


Having made such a lurch in power straight from Moderator to President, first port of order was 
easing tensions from the election. | prepared and released a nicely formatted presidential 
statement to be posted on the Discord server, apologising for my aggressive campaign tactics 
and promising to get right on with my plan for Hyptek. I also, at the bottom of the page, 
concealed a faint Agency logo, which to this day I believe nobody noticed at all - but to me, it 
was a concrete marker of the shift of power. Woof had taken pride in distributing similar 
precursor logos in Nocturne-era documents, and I’m pretty sure nobody found those either. 


Roblox had changed a lot since we had begun marketing games, and it was no longer simply a 
rush to front page to soak up visit rewards; the economy had been irreversibly altered. 
Previously, players were awarded a single unit of currency called a Ticket for every person who 
visited their game, and this could be converted into the more valuable Robux where the real 
profit was. However, in 2016, tickets were completely removed (one of many defacements of 
the website’s culture going forward), forcing developers to either perform their craft for no 
payment or implement paid purchases into their game. We were no exception: the age of simple 
creation and rewards were gone, and we had to monetise. 


We came up with two ideas for the gamepasses: a portable tablet that showed all monitored 
statistics from the reactor control room, and a taser personal defence weapon to allow visitors 
to ward off aggressive players. The latter held a slight tinge of pay-to-win, something we rallied 
against back in Pinewood, but it wasn’t so powerful that it could overpower security or actually 
kill someone. Besides, times had changed. This was different, right? 


We were well past the point of comparing ourselves to Pinewood, anyway - a choice composed 
both of wilful independence and resignation. It would indeed appear that the supergroup was 
too big to fail; we could devastate its inner workings as many times as we wanted, but it always 
found more yes-men and fodder to fill its shell. We adopted a policy of ignoring them, and 
generally discouraging any conflict to be incited between the two. We tried to forget. But it 
remembered us. 
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Endlessly paranoid of the Agency returning, Shot had been granting power to more and more 
questionable individuals based on a single trait: loyalty. And as it turned out, the most 
fanatically loyal of them all was a man called Logocracy. I’m sure he could be viewed as a 
stalwart guardian of Pinewood’s future, if one simply looks past the fact he was an abusive, 
manipulative paedophile who used the group to further his fetishistic desire to hurt other 
people. With PBST now under the control of the Veterans and Shot himself, Logo curried favour 
through an apparent reverence for them, selectively ignoring any failings while espousing 
glowing praise for the slightest accomplishment. He wasn’t just a yes-man, he was the yes-man, 
and his seemingly blind adoration for Pinewood made him the only person who seemed 
impossible to turncoat. 


He abused the Board’s fears to assume authority, where he began demanding increasingly 
draconic loyalty checks on his subordinates, including severing any ties (or even friendships) 
within competing groups, strictly banning any mention of Hyptek, Woof or the Agency, and 
compulsively monitoring every communications avenue to ensure total control. Anyone who 
had the slightest allegiance over from Pinewood, even in the real world, was summarily 
removed. Logo’s PBST resembled not just a dictatorship, but a cult. 


But that wasn’t enough for him. Pinewood, in his eyes, was a vehicle for exacting retribution. | 
am not convinced he did so purely for the defence of the company; in my opinion, he was 
motivated in great part by the intoxicating power to attack others without reprisal. With his 
blank cheque, he began hunting affiliates. 


As a harassment campaign, Logo endorsed a raiding group known as the Sherrifs (sic) to track 
and abuse Hyptek members under the guise of an unaffiliated troll server. He personally 
leveraged connections in other science community groups to seize control of them and purge 
our associates from their ranks - frequently simply for being our friends, with little to no 
involvement at all. He admitted on several occasions that he deliberately dramatised his attacks, 
creating a convenient enemy for Pinewood’s demographic of children to rally against. 


Logo was eventually removed after he grew too overwhelmingly sadistic even for the Veterans, 
and began turning on his fellow HRs for failing to assist his fabricated vendetta. It was shortly 
after his departure that the allegations of grooming children began to surface, by which time he 
had already vanished. He was a bizarre, repulsive footnote in Agency history, who provided a 
halting contrast between our own comical villainy and genuine malevolence. Wherever he is, I 
do not miss him. 


My primary campaign pitch during the Hyptek election was to focus the development team on 
two projects, codenamed Chimera and Pathfinder. The first would be workshopped from the 
devs’ personal strengths and interests into a theoretical middle-ground project, circumventing 
the recurring problem of not enough people caring about a game’s construction. The second was 
my own input, and you may notice its synonymity with a certain shadow organisation’s first 
operation. 


Project Pathfinder was to achieve what its ill-fated predecessor, Project Compass, had failed to 
realise four years prior. An evolution of classic destruction games using Roblox’s default physics 
engine, Pathfinder was to have proprietary simulation that could tear down structures by 
accurately gouging volumes out of them. Aeseru was in charge of the engine, so I provided some 
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buildings with modified components that would play nice with the code. We assembled a proof- 
of-concept for us and the rest of the HRs to play around with, and they were immediately 
impressed with how fun it was, even as a barebones tech demo. The project was greenlit, and 
we got to work. 


But a problem quickly presented itself. Following the Election, Cake had been selected as a 
second-in-command to placate several board members who had backed her. But her vision for 
Hyptek was radically different from my own, as she wanted to continue focus exclusively on 
facility-type games and maintaining what we already had. I wanted to push the dev team into 
creating a unique, gamier game, less a roleplaying exercise and more a fully-fleshed experience. 
This would render much of Cake’s work obsolete - her coding of HYbRID hinged on deployment 
in a facility game, and she was averse to sharing its source code in collaboration with a more 
complex programming job. Thus, we had appointed the perfect adversary to our plans, and she 
was more tenaciously resilient than we ever expected. 


This was slow to dawn on us, but it is crystal clear in hindsight. After all these years, we were 
the ones in the high tower, looking upon a perceived threat too close for comfort. What poetic 
justice that our final major operation would see us on a desperate defensive. After fighting a 
company we had outgrown, and an adversary we had left behind, we were left only with the 
consequences of our own decisions to engage in battle with. 


The Agency, as an institution, was designed to destroy. It was founded as a rogue staff 
compliment to a cybersecurity division, where it faced a constant foe in Pinewood’s exploiter 
attacks. Our talents were selected for their ability to put down our enemies. What does an 
organisation like that do when its enemy is from within, appointed by their own hand? The 
answer is simple: It turns the gun on itself. 


36 


VIII. This Worn Old Axe 
Operation Seraph, 2019 
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I’ve lied to a lot of people about Seraph. Beneficiaries, victims, agents, and even myself. It was 
easier for everyone to just agree on a least-resistance version of events so we could put it all 
behind us. And indeed, some of them who learned the full truth of the matter simply dropped it 
then and there, having no desire to open an old wound. But I was the Agency’s archivist; one of 
us had to be tasked with maintaining a true recollection of events, or we'd lose track of it 
ourselves. And the time of this debacle is long passed. I can hardly do more damage than I 
already did. Fulfilling my role, one last time. 


Given operational discretion to defuse the crisis, the obvious first threat was Cake’s 
development and operation of HYbRID: Hyptek’s proprietary modified admin system. By 2019, 
these networks were advanced enough to enable remote, autonomous moderation, using a 
linked external database to permanently ban people from multiple games, detect possible 
cheating behaviours, and issue warnings automatically. The only person with access to that 
database, HYbRID’s source code, or the higher-level moderation tools was Cake herself. The 
system was her personal project, and she kept all of its components close to her chest - out of 
both possessiveness and mistrust. If the Agency attempted to unseat her, she could order the 
heavily integrated system to essentially self-destruct, banning fellow HRs with impunity, or 
even taking the entire Hyptek game roster down with it, if she so wished. A new and dangerous 
age of subterfuge was upon us. We would dance within it only once. 


The Agency mounted a continuous smear campaign of the admin system over several months, 
seeking to turn HRs against its aggressive implementation, so that it could be safely disabled in 
the case of a messy takedown. We were helpfully aided at this by a handful of major events - 
principally, when the autoban system malfunctioned and removed every player from every 
server during one of our rare peak-engagement periods. I portrayed this as a severe loss for the 
company, since playercount momentum is hard to regain. 


HYbRID was also ill-equipped for a targeted exploiter attack we received a short time into my 
presidential term. A former Hyptek programmer by the name of Aris, who had split away from 
our sphere of influence some time prior, had resurfaced with his latest venture: a playercount 
hack that artificially inflated a game’s popularity using a vast, sub-connnection botnet. He 
intended to sell the exploit to the highest bidder, letting entrepreneurs with enough dastardly 
bones to send a game of their choosing straight to the front page and rake in the exposure 
revenue. Having rocky history with Hyptek, he elected to test the system against us first — if it 
was successful, he could move onto the commercial phase; if Roblox blamed us for the exploit 
and destroyed the group for breaching site rules, he could retool it as a false-flag attack 
program. 


Aris’ creation bypassed admin systems by not fully connecting the bots, only sending enough 
data for the game to register a playercount uptick and then severing the load process. Thus, 
HYbRID (and any other system for that matter) was powerless to stop the ‘experiment’. I briefly 
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entered negotiation with Aris and his co-conspirators, who painted their actions as a ‘gift’ to 
boost Hyptek’s popularity. And to add salt to the wound, it did just that - the exploit was not 
detected by Roblox’s moderation system, and the power plant enjoyed several hours on the 
front page of popular games. Beneficial or not, I highlighted the security failure to the Board to 
further our agenda, and Aris disappeared back into the exploiter underworld shortly after the 
botnet disengaged. 


As the threat subsided, I began to press the development of Pathfinder upon the developers. 
Deciphering Aeseru’s unergonomic coding of the destruction engine was beyond the capabilities 
(or patience) of the rest of the staff, so he was on his own for that portion - thus, the rest of us 
were tasked with grunt work of assembling script-compliant destructibles. I received a set of 
guidelines, recommended some reference photos, and bid them to build as they were able. And 
they did not. 


Why would they? They weren’t here to run a business, they were here to make games at their 
own pace and by their own rules, and here I was telling them to work by someone else’s - and at 
accelerated pace, at that. I had vastly overestimated how on-board they were after the tech 
demo, believing the Board to finally be cohesive and receptive to workload, when I, and the 
Agency, were merely another smaller faction working on another passion project. I built a 
couple of large structures, and a few of the devs attempted to pitch in, but since they had 
different creative sparks to I, the disparity in energy irritated me. And then there was Aeseru. 


As time went on, my co-conspirator only became more and more incensed at the rest of the 
Board. It developed from cold annoyance to genuine contempt, as even his required cooperation 
in playtests and bug troubleshooting had him thinly veiling his rage. Both of us were attempting 
an ill-advised manoeuvre on a casual building group, but where my view of the problem was 
foggy, he was completely blind to it. 


Aeseru was a lone wolf. He worked solo, even within the Agency, and he rarely endured the 
shortcomings of others, by choice of by necessity. He had never had the frontline contact with 
group HRs like I had, and he hadn’t developed an understanding of their motives or a resistance 
to their eccentricities. He was a pure, vacuum-sealed developer, and his hatred towards others 
for failing to match his needs or his level of operation was all-consuming. 


Nevertheless... he was my partner. My loyalty to fellow agents was non-negotiable, especially 
the one I was the boots on the ground with. If he needed something to get this game to work, I, 
as the direct liaison to the group’s political workings, was obliged to provide. We needed assets 
faster. So I pushed the Board harder, and harder. 


My requests became gradually more pointed and expectant. I insisted on the importance of 
Pathfinder’s launch, and of everyone possible prioritising it over personal projects. I began 
pointing out my own contributions as an exemplar, and shining focus on the few other additions 
from the dev team to an obsessive degree. Obviously, people became tired of this grating 
fixation, but I couldn’t relent. None of this was untoward for a development studio, but that’s 
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not what Hyptek was. It’s not what any of our parent organisations had been, despite out efforts 
to mould them into such. If the square peg wouldn't fit, its corners would be forcibly cut. 


Resistance was inevitable, of course, but with a more dire consequence of failure looming over 
us, the Agency began sliding into paranoia. The dev team’s unwillingness to cooperate was 
interpreted as we would view our own behaviour; if agents stop talking to someone, they’re 
planning something. With little interrogation of our fears, we came to believe a counter- 
conspiracy was being mounted to unseat our members and perform the same crippling purge 
action we ourselves had relied on over the years. And the worst thing is: I still don’t know if we 
were right. Where is the line drawn between disobedience and conspiracy? Is this simply how a 
group like ours sees the world? An endless collection of cliques, fighting for dominance? 


As president, I was still the most heavily networked agent in Hyptek, so it fell to me to monitor 
all possible channels for hostile activity. My greatest asset in that task was a woman named Jess, 
the Board’s principle artist. Something about her calm demeanour had seen her slot into the 
role of intermediary, where she remained a neutral party to any drama, and, similar to some of 
our Pinewood contacts during Nocturne, she was used as a sounding board for either side of an 
argument. And she didn’t want to be. It was an arrangement of convenience for everyone except 
herself. She was only 15 at this stage, four years younger than myself and most of the Agency, 
and she wasn’t the sort of person during that period of her life to say no easily. She was 
receptive and understanding, but her own strategy was to avoid confrontation and defuse the 
tensions as much as possible, so she was seen as an incorruptible constant for use as an advisor 
or diplomat. In my case, | surreptitiously befriended Jess and voiced a modestly censored 
version of my frustrations to her, alluding to wanting to take drastic action, in the hopes she 
would pass word of my discontent onto others she spoke to and deter them from sudden strikes 
against us. In this way, I used her to delay any possible hostility until we were in an 
advantageous position, i.e. after the release of Pathfinder and a stronger position as Hyptek’s 
president. 


Used. That’s what I did. I used people, for a single purpose. And after the dust has settled years 
later, people like Jess are the ones I feel the most guilt for my transgressions against. Because as 
the scope of this conspiracy expanded ever outwards in the Agency’s mind, so too did the 
collateral damage of our efforts to defeat it. | drew up documents on who was likely to side with 
which party. I recommended courses of action to isolate and disarm them so that their anger 
wouldn’t challenge us. And then there was Jess’ caste, who we just took advantage of and then 
left. We destroyed, and we moved on. We were on group three. And throughout the whole of 
Operation Seraph, I had a feeling, just below the surface, that this was our last strike. 
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The more Pathfinder was rushed to a playable state, the more fraught tensions became. 
Lethargy or hypocrisy was being outwardly denounced between members now, with arguments 
breaking out over where priorities lay - a veiled stand-in for allegiance. Even Jess snapped 
against me when my embellished statements to her about my thought process were at odds 
with those I announced to the rest of the Board. It was a far cry from the delicate, furtive politics 
of our past — this was one step away from a brawl, and I had to keep a lid on it just long enough 
to prepare our ace card. 


The access to HYbRID’s systems remained a rogue variable, which Aeseru would unhelpfully try 
to remedy by refusing to include it in Pathfinder, in a Trello board rant since enshrined as an in- 
joke copypasta. Lacking an immediate solution, and to prepare for any other possible attack 
against Hyptek’s games, we began making backups of its assets on several agents’ computers. In 
another testament to our tunnel-vision, Pathfinder was the only game not put in the folder 
classed “Low Priority”. 


Description Edit 


HYbRID, as its clumsy name suggests, is nothing more than a glorified modification 
of the popular Adonis admin commands that connects to a separate and 
independently managed server through Httpservice. Not only is HYbRID designed 
in a way where significant security flaws exist in the form of LoadstringEnabled() 
being set to true and potential limitations on the gameplay of Pathfinder due to 
poorly built-in anti-exploit mechanics, but also designed by a team of developers 
intent on advancing their self-interest over the will of the group by putting in as 
little effort into group projects as possible. For me, the constant kicking of HNPP 
players when it was big was enough for me to believe that HYbRID is detrimental in 
more way then one of gameplay. It is a shame that it is the official Hyptek anti- 
exploit system. Hard pass on implementation. 
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Aeseru became reclusive, even by his own standards. I had to wait days, or even weeks, to 
coordinate game elements with him. We had little choice, since I was the only one who could 
provide steady assets and he was the only one who could modify and decipher his own code. 
Our enforced peerlessness began backing ourselves into a corner. 


The Roblox engine was cracking under the strain of our chosen destruction method, which used 
real-time unions to carve holes out of buildings. It was an unoptimised and inelegant state, with 
frequent bugged explosion craters and severe lag issues. But whenever I brought the issue 
before Aeseru, he merely blamed the platform for failing to meet his standards, and continued 
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tweaking it. We couldn’t change it if we wanted to - with the Board conflicts spiralling out of 
control, we were running on borrowed time, and that half-broken physics simulation was the 
lender. 


Pathfinder was thrown out as a name. The selected moniker was Chaos Faction, alluding to the 
game’s inspiration, Red Faction. I had to feign satisfaction with a series of generic renders used 
as cover art. I had written up some lore and setting, but that limited use of my skillset was out 
the window with our timeframe. In a feeble attempt to cover ourselves, the playable version 
was billed as an “alpha release” that would be improved over the coming months. I don’t think I 
even had a strong opinion on that at the time. It was just another quiet fabrication in a white- 
noise cacophony of lies. 


We had to get this done. It was all that mattered. We had endured five years of back-to-back 
failure. Through all the good times in bad situations, hysterical allies and appalling enemies, the 
Agency had always been on the run. We had no legacy of our own, only a series of ghostly marks 
on other people’s projects. There was nobody to take on the mantle after us. We were alone at 
the end of the road, and Hyptek was all we had to show for it. Now, that too was beginning to 
slip away from us. I can’t speak for the other agents, but my own optimism was gone. Left it 
behind somewhere in TBC, perhaps. I just had this jadedness. This grim resolve to finish it, 
whatever the cost. 


The cost was high. 


In classic operation fashion, Seraph’s beginning of the end was premature. But what sticks in my 
mind is that it was Compass’ terminus in reverse; where there we witnessed Shot overreact to 
Lego’s behaviour, here it was the Agency lurching to play its final card in response to a fairly 
normal Board argument. Because as far as we knew, the counter-conspiracy was days away 
from deployment, and we needed to jump on a plausible justification for the purge the moment 
we Saw it. So I did. 


On August 14", 2019, I ushered everyone into a meeting, under the veil of resolving the conflict. 
I alerted the rest of the agents that matters were at an end very soon, so they too and began 
their own discussion in our sealed server. I made doubly sure that all backups were in place, 
and I surreptitiously severed the Board’s rights to modify our games. And then | set to work 
explaining my position. 


It'd be a daunting challenge trying to romanticise this exchange. To tell the truth, it was just me 
shouting at people from a position of power for 45 minutes or so. | expressed my 
disappointment to them one by one, while the Agency peered on, applauding my particular 
brand of disingenuous venom. They interpreted my slowly weakening vitriol as subtlety, and 
my attempts at reconciliation as veiled manoeuvres for the killing blow. Eventually, they 
became confused as to why | hadn’t brought the axe down on them yet. 


It just all fell away right there in front of me. All the embellished stories and delusions of 
grandeur. I realised where | actually was - in front of a computer screen, about to tear apart the 
safe space of a gang of misfit teenagers because I had a vendetta against nobody in particular. 
Where I had expected stoic, contemptuous resistance, people were begging me not to rip this 
part of their lives away. Some were in disbelief that I was capable of such a plot. Because my 
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generation’s attachment to these online spaces is no mere diversion, and for once, I saw that cut 
both ways. We were at an impossible impasse. Hyptek wanted only to create, and the Agency 
existed to destroy. I couldn’t do this. But I couldn’t back away, either. So I lurched for a middle 
ground. 


Agents were messaging me now demanding decisive action. So, on a backdrop of anguish, | 
removed the administrative ranks of all Agency-hostile HRs, demoting them to Supervisor, the 
highest mid-rank. This was not what the Agency had expected me to do - they wanted a 
merciless purge with complete expulsion from the company - but I had kept it as an option to 
soften the blow. It’s not what I would call a compromise, but it’s what I could bear to enact. In 
my indiscretion, I had botched altering the Discord permissions, so they retained their ability to 
use the announcements system. It was immediately filled with outrage for all to hear, but no 
attempt to stop them would be useful. It died down eerily fast, actually. Within minutes. Then 
there was just a harrowing quiet where something had once been. 


The following day, I entered negotiations to transfer non-critical assets, and some of the group 
funds, to the outgoing developers. The Agency were appalled by my generosity, but Woof 
invented a cover story of me being tired and emotionally drained, so he took over the matter 
and delivered a slightly tougher bargain to sate both sides. We always were a team. 


A jokingly mournful ceremony was made of the new supervisors’ exodus from the 
administration server, where most had insisted that, rather than leave of their own volition, 
symbolically kicking them out with the owner privileges was the only way to do it. The mood 
was softly resigned, and borderline amicable, for reasons I would learn soon after. Everyone 
delivered a final message to the team at large before I lobbed them off the ivory tower - except 
for Cake, who was both the only targeted member to remain silent, and the only to leave by 
themselves on the second day. I considered her childishly embittered at the time. I don’t now. 


The unseen ally that brokered such unexpected peace had turned out to be Jess, the unwilling 
confidant. Despite having learned the truth of Seraph, she defused the situation as best they 
could by inventing an alibi for me, saying that the Agency had used me as a pawn, and I was as 
reluctant to the affair as they were. From what I could piece together, she had either concealed 
the extent of her knowledge or knew this was a half-truth when she said it, wanting only to ease 
the hatred in the air by whatever means necessary. Of all people, the person I arguably hurt the 
most was now defending me in chambers out of nothing but pity and remorse. I never fully 
contested this revision of history, because it was much easier for everyone to believe the Agency 
was infighting rather than collectively malicious, but saying I am not responsible would be an 
outright lie. I simply allowed the beneficial rumour to spread, and let the chips fall where they 
may. 


As both a component of the operation and an impromptu political smokescreen, Chaos Faction’s 
“alpha release” went ahead a few days after the purge. Rough and ready would be a charitable 
term; it was so barebones and bug-riddled that it struggled to hold double digits of players, let 
alone overtake Hyptek’s existing offerings. We all saw it coming a mile away, of course, and we 
were far from surprised, but that terrible hand was the only one we had to play. 


Not that it could be improved or continued. Aeseru was gone. He vanished in outrage during the 
operation shortly before the release, and not a single one of us ever heard from him since. Years 
passed since Seraph, and he never turned back. I was originally disgusted by his abandonment 
of the Agency’s holdings, but it was probably the smartest move anyone there made. He was 
always restless at dedicating time to things that didn’t have a guarantor of benefit or success, so 


<&> 


42 


our constant gambles and gambits must have worn him down over the years. Maybe I wish he 
had asked us to follow. 


Several of the remaining developers quit. Of course they did. Who would hold trust in us after 
such a lash against our own? It was a gradual trickle of our finest and most vital talent down the 
drain. The people we were ostensibly safeguarding still caught enough collateral damage that 
we had alienated them, too. In a single act of rage and embitterment, the Agency had destroyed 
every remaining asset and tie it had clung to over half a decade of accumulation. If I hadn’t 
pulled the trigger, one of the others would have, probably with even less discretion. 


The ousted Hyptek administration members, in a wonderful twist of fate, took a leaf out of our 
own book and hastily retreated to yet another splinter organisation: Plasma Incorporated took 
custody of the nuclear facility game, which was neutrally rebranded to the Broken Hill Nuclear 
Power Plant, alongside the other various creations of the dev team. It all ticked over like 
clockwork, as it had many times before, and it was quite the irony to watch it unfold from the 
other side. 


Twelve days hence, I was on a plane to Southern Ontario, Canada for a three-and-a-half month 
exchange semester, leaving all the fallout of the operation behind me. | could barely help with 
the cleanup if I wanted to, such was the unusability of my bargain laptop for anything more 
intensive than Word and videogames from 2009 (Ironically including Red Faction Guerrilla). 
Having never left my home country, it was a transformative experience of which I could write a 
memoir rivalling the length of this one. I couldn’t help but jokingly think of it as a self-imposed 
exile to another continent, having personally ended the Agency’s final operation, and their 
ambitions as a whole. 


I turned 20 while I was there. Met another lot of strange and fascinating people. Feels like I left a 
child and returned an adult. An era had ended. I suppressed such thoughts at the time, but we all 
knew it was over. The man to write a story into history had ended it, when his synonymous axe 
failed to execute. I destroyed the Agency. 


Also, the pizza I put in the oven before the meeting was forgotten about and had turned to char 
by its end. So I’m still waiting for the business expense reimbursement from Lego on that. 
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IX. Call ita Draw 


Post-mortem, 2024 


I’m twenty-four years old now. Half of my 20s got whisked away by the pandemic, but there’s 
little to be done about that. I’m a volunteer at a local charity, and I’m a writer who’s yet to 
formally publish any works outside blogposts. I finished my degree. Can’t get a job because of 
the competition in the field, and my lack of a driver’s license, but I’m working on both. 


Sometimes, it feels like the Agency sapped something from me. Like I poured a vital spark of 
ingenuity and passion into a bottomless pit that nobody will ever care about. I don’t feel the 
same way about other videogame antics | got up to over the past decade. But who, outside this 
in-joke circle of misfits, would want to read a full manuscript on a bunch of children trolling 
Roblox groups? Why did I so willingly give all that time and effort to a fruitless comedy act? 


And then I remind myself of the person it matters to, and that’s me. As a teenager, I spent five 
years pretending to be a secret agent on a casual game building website. I was a villain in a 
hundred stories, a collaborator in countless conspiracies, and the undertaker to a graveyard of 
failed ambitions. My adolescence was what I made of it, and I am proud to have been an agent, 
proud to bear a title of no worth or renown, for we cast nostalgia upon what histories and 
memories we choose. I am proud to have forged something from nothing in the maddened way 
only a human mind can. I’m a writer who spun a story from thread made of smoke, for life is a 
game that the universe plays with itself, and we write the rules according to our own will, and 
our own agency. 


Right. Well. Where does that leave us? 


Plasma Inc has recently surpassed 200,000 members, which places it as one of the largest 
“science community” groups and a direct challenge to Pinewood’s commanding position as 
second-largest, at 451,000. All of my attempts to convert it into a streamlined development 
studio were ousted, and it is run as a casual group of friends who occasionally maintain facilities 
or build something. I am always reassured to know that ultimate success could’ve been ours if 
we had simply done nothing and continued as if we never existed. Such is their standing that the 
group funds have become a reliable income, which they democratically dole out to members in 
need, for things such as computer components, deposits on buying minivans and attending furry 
conventions. 


I am a member of the Plasma’s HRs as an advisor, but I hold no actual authority, and nor do I 
wish to. Most of the Council are adults now, with Roblox development merely a passing hobby 
and a social touchstone with the friends we accumulated in the Agency’s wake of destruction. 
They’ve turned out to be good friends, and have mostly forgiven my murkily-defined 
transgressions through a mixture of their mercy and my mendacity. My status as an agent 
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remains a faintly remembered running joke that | irritatingly remind them of at every 
opportunity. For good measure, | applied for their contractor guild via a penitent letter naming 
them as the Agency’s successors and, if in a roundabout way, the purest realisation of our 
ambition. 


Of them, I have forged the strongest friendship with Jess, the stretched-thin confidant of both 
sides during Seraph. We're like siblings now, and as her artistry continued to develop, she is 
responsible for the many pieces of artwork that adorn this chronicle. Relating to my efforts in 
conveying this chronicle in a platform-agnostic manner (read: hide the fact this was mostly text 
chats and block people with speech bubbles above their heads), she’s the only one of any of 
these reprobates I’ve met in person, though I’m told Plasma members have been meeting each 
other every once in a while (see: furry convention). We've established that we have some 
manner of ESP, created a lineage of dinosaur-related selfies replicating a Grand Theft Auto 
screenshot, and elevated my writings and her illustrations in tandem. She is, at this exact 
conjuncture, constructing a cardboard replica of Bosco, the drone AI companion from Deep Rock 
Galactic, as a portfolio piece to gain entry to university. 


The agents, as mentioned, mostly went their separate ways after Seraph fumbled and our hopes 
in Hyptek deflated. Lego, true to type as the mastermind, now works for the British government 
in a capacity I am not at liberty to share, while Woof, the snake-oil salesman, now manages the 
largest Christian thrift store on the face of the earth despite being agnostic. Azu went on to 
successfully develop various Roblox games based on anime trash, and Flight is a US air force 
pilot who had to sit through the briefing presentation for the Area 51 raid. Aeseru disappeared 
into the abyss, and Mizuko remained in his usual residence of the abyss. 


Pinewood retains its ‘too big to fail’ status, now appearing a handful of times in official Roblox 
media, including a book of notable historic places and an official event in 2021 promoting a half- 
hearted metaverse push. Many of our affiliates and adversaries remain in its ranks, including 
Wicky as their uniform artist, Ood as the head of security, and of course Diddleshot himself; 
though he has since rebranded to the name Tokaisho in an official capacity, he is, in this sacred 
recount of events, Diddle now and forever. 


None of the various romantic relationships mentioned in this document remained standing, nor 
would I want to open old wounds by prying. The whereabouts of Blue are unknown to me, and I 
stopped trying after realising I was following an insane rumour that Blue and her brother were 
the same person. Wicky has had no further contact with the Agency, and whatever the hell is 
going on with Diddle and his secretaries, I am not bothering to keep detailed records of. 


Shot’s paranoia has a mark on history even after the Agency’s collapse, as his subordinates at 
some point erased any mention of us from records they had access to. The timeline of 
Pinewood’s history on the wiki has conspicuous gaps where the events of 2015 and 2017 should 
be, and most of their current crop of staff no longer know who | am. | remain permanently 
banned from their main games, buried so deeply in a decade-old spreadsheet that it will likely 
never be rescinded. I respect this decision, as the alternative would allow this entire document 
to be interpreted as a bunch of teenagers being salty about a Roblox game ban for five straight 
years. 


Some of their problems did eventually end up solved, though; in 2023, the Roblox Corporation 
itself began a far-reaching crackdown on hacking that essentially dismantled Vermillion’s 
Roblox chapter, along with all the small-time trolls the PIA was formed to rebuke. The latter 
group had arguably been neutralised once Filtering Enabled was made the default c.2018, 
meaning the Agency outlived its original anti-exploit purpose by the later months of Hyptek. 
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Several dramatisations began to be written by numerous people, including myself, using the 
Agency as a premise for fictional works, but none that weren't joke erotica were ever finished as 
far as I know. One draft for a fictional backstory of Lego as a super-soldier experiment inspired 
me to create the Agency’s hexagon-eye logo, which will sit indefinitely upon dust-covered 
google documents where we snuck it in. Isn’t it just a nice icon? It'd look great on a secret 
society’s accessory calling cards, like a pendant, or cufflinks. 


Exactly nine years have passed since the events of April 6", and half that time since the Agency’s 
dissolution. I’m told this date is still celebrated by Pinewood’s oldest HRs, and the Agency 
hosted one or two observations over the years. You should’ve seen the party we threw on the 5" 
anniversary in 2020. We had to burn the discord server to the ground when every rogue and 
villain from the saga showed up and started posting cartel execution videos. 


With the release of this document on the sanctified date, let the long and winding story of our 
organisation be written to history and considered complete: a collection of teenagers contracted 
as a cybersecurity division, who turned against their masters and embarked on a five-year 
odyssey of vengeance, espionage and occasionally game development. Ever clamouring to strike 
it lucky with a breakthrough title, and revelling in grandeur and subterfuge wherever it reared 
its head, they cut an invisible swath of shifted fates and altered minds across a backwater 
corner of the internet, as it was propelled against its will into an age of perverse prosperity. It 
aimed for the moon, and though it may have missed - repeatedly, scrambling to change course 
time and again as it hurtled through the black - it wound up anywhere but the solid ground it 
started from. Even today, it is discussed with uncertain tones and varied outlooks, as the 
breadth of its operations was never made clear to those jostled by them before now. 


In the end, the Agency fell prey to the very forces that created it, as it lashed out in frustration 
and vengeance in a final, brazen roll of the dice. The agents scattered to the wind, getting on 
with their lives. These events were, after all, merely our adolescence, and we had long lives left 
to live. But this peculiar dance of madness let us peer into the perils that awaited us, and learn 
what pitfalls to evade and overcome. A practice run, if you will. I’m sure the main event will be 
impossible to miss. 


My part in this microcosm is all but over now, but to have met so many bizarre and beautiful 
people of every corner of the world, it has been an honour and a privilege. I hope we can 
collectively reconcile from the shadow war my faction raged, and appreciate all things strange 
and fascinating born from it. As for myself, well... | got a cool-looking axe out of it. 


Until we meet again. 


[END OF DOCUMENT] 


